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Halloweened Be Thy Name 


(Essay concerning the effects of the Halloween 
movies on the author, originally published in Shroud 
Magazine, Fall 2010) 

By Nicholas Grabowsky 


1971: Charles Manson trial is going on, Nixon’s still the U. S. President, 
Apollo 14’s on the moon, and in the meantime there was this six-year-old 
Southern Californian suburban boy who was no more or less significant 
than you or you or you reading this. But then there’s the fact that during or 
around that year, I became fascinated one night with the pilot light in the 
hallway furnace in my family’s middle-class home and stuck the ends of a 
few Hot Wheels flexible orange plastic yard-long racing tracks over the tiny 
flame, had myself a torch-sized fire a-goin’, and stuffed it under my bed to 
hide it when my folks rounded the corner. Burned my bed and half my 
room something fierce. Before the fire truck people came, my dad went 
after me with a toy car track that had my ass’ name on it, and after an 
escape outdoors I made my getaway down the lengthy driveway on my 
sleek 1969 Marx Big Wheel plastic trike. 

I didn’t get too far. It wasn’t because of my dad eventually catching up 
to me, although it inevitably really was, but what made me slow down was 
a vision of a full moon and the figure of a man cast in shadow, standing still 
and silent as if he was waiting for me to come to him. Never knew what 
that was about, and he disappeared into nowhere before Dad could descend 
in impending doom. 

I think my fascination with who that was and what would have 
happened if I met him fueled my love for entertaining my fears with fiction 
and movies since. 

KK AK 

I used to preach against Halloween. 

In order for you to digest that, you have to understand a thing or two 
about my past. Here’s a thing: I was brought up by steeplechasing parents. 


Here’s two: I was always trying to be accepted by my social church life...to 
the point of making every effort to be in the limelight. I was often told that 
my passion for Halloween and scary movies (and writing stories of that 
nature) was a sign that I wasn’t truly saved by Jesus and I had to suppress it, 
and I wasn’t about to let anyone else entertain themselves in the ways of the 
Devil, either. I was young back then, not even out of high school, scolding 
my friends for their love of Michael Myers and Fangoria, freaky flicks and 
October 31*, and I secretly dug those things too. But there was something 
to be said, I suppose, for being that young and preaching and singing 
original Christian Rock songs to thousands of people. Really, it was a girl 
who ruined all of that through a sexual scandal, but the incident set me free 
enough to love Halloween and scary movies again because my church life 
reacted so negatively to my circumstances I began to hate it began to hate 
me. 

That same year Church and I parted ways completely, by that Fall, I had 
my first novel in the paperback racks at supermarkets. And not only that, 
but a proud little novelization to Halloween IV: The Return of Michael 
Myers right along side it, also written by yours truly, which came along 
with the publisher’s belief I was to be a big name soon. Like that ever 
happened. So I came out of the whole religious thing into one of the best 
Halloweens I ever had. I’ve always said since how ironic it turned out that 
a guy who specifically targeted the Halloween franchise often in his 
sermons wrote the book to Halloween IV. 

Halloween IV made me a celebrity of sorts in my neck of the woods, 
even when I fell under the radar in my career as a horror writer for the next 
decade. While penning work-for-hire fiction, self-help books and such 
under pseudonyms, doing heavy drugs and bouncing in and out of more 
jobs than my parents went through churches, I was known as the guy who 
wrote the Halloween IV book. Verbatim, it was more like “he wrote 
Halloween IV,” and when I would try to educate them of the differences 
between writing the story for a film (specifically Alan B. McElroy’s) and 
my adapting it into book form, they either didn’t care or just didn’t get it. 

Back in those days, I hung out with a lot of underground Los 
Angeles/Orange County bands, slept on some of their couches or even in 
closets....bands like The Mentors, Adolescents, Christian Death, Berlin, 
Poop, and I was always a respected writer among them because of 
Halloween IV, got a lot of free drugs. I also got people who normally didn’t 


read to read. El Duche, the drummer/lead singer for the Mentors, the guy 
conspiracy theorists claim Courtney Love hired to kill her husband, was one 
of my biggest fans. He later stepped in front of a speeding Amtrak. One 
band stopped in mid-song at one of their concerts when a member saw me 
just to scream into his mike, “Halloween IV!!” and point to me. 

When that phase of my life had passed and my writing career was 
getting back on track, and I bought my first computer, I was blown away 
with what I found on the internet concerning my older works and especially 
Halloween IV. So I came to Malek and Moustapha Akkad at Trancas 
International Films with the idea of publishing a special edition of the novel 
with some extra chapters. The deal was sealed, and just in time for me to 
receive an invite as a special guest to the now-legendary Halloween: 25 
Years of Terror convention in Pasadena. I never previously knew what that 
type of experience was like: having a nice plush complimentary hotel 
room, coming down the hotel elevator where girls screamed in a group of 
people after hearing my name, sitting down to my own signing table next to 
the great Dennis Etchison before a line that went halfway down the room of 
fans anxious to meet me and buy books. I got to hobnob with the best of 
the bunch in the franchise, was near-front-and-center in the media event 
where they cut the anniversary cake, did panels, and I was treated like a 
king at every hotel party I stumbled upon. 

With my writing career, particularly since that event, I’ve been 
respected by the genre as a whole, especially by those in the independent 
crowd, had a lot of big breaks, and my name keeps going around the block. 
That’s awesome for what I do. And I love doing what I do. 

Thing is, and I’ve always said this, that deal I made in 1988 to do that 
novelization could have just as easily been a deal for any other film 
adaptation, and as far as books-from-films go, their writers either are 
already well into their careers and such a deal is just another work-for-hire 
that comes and goes in the night, or those books are just not memorable. I 
mean, for the most part, doing a novelization in itself just never seemed that 
huge of an accomplishment to me. 

But we’re talking Halloween here, and that is just my point. Halloween, 
not very arguably, is the most iconic, most influential, most successful 
franchise of its kind in history. 

Now, there’s all sorts of reasons for that. Many have tried to explain it 
away, and here’s my take: 


Our perceptions of life itself and the many ways we deal with it, live it, 
scrutinize it, take it for granted, from the first steps of our earliest ancestors 
to nowadays where no Joe or Judy can get anywhere without a cell phone, 
all involve how we deal with death, tragedy, and fear. That being so, it is a 
genetic trait shared by all us human beings to entertain ourselves with death 
and fear, since our beginnings, regardless of how we celebrate life. Life 
would be stagnant without drama, stories about life passed down through 
generations would be as commonplace and boring as all the begats in the 
Christian Bible, and where there is drama, there’s always an element of 
horror in the mix. 

Just look at Lifetime Television. 

Halloween as a film and a series of films and all else that it is, played so 
well with our inherent love of drama and scary stories dealing with simple 
elements we can all relate to that it even became bigger than it was, 
blossomed over time into the stuff of legend and 
an iconic, ever-expanding universe full of fans and fanatics throughout the 
world. Michael Myers is a household name. A phenomenon. Each film 
isn’t merely a film, but an event. Hardcore fans take it as seriously as Star 
Trek fans do Star Trek, but whereas Star Trek fans have a reputation of 
being nerdy, Halloween and Horror fans are more hardcore and 
underground, but it’s always been odd to me that I’ve found it more 
accepted among those fundamentalist Christians I used to know who do 
have traditional October 31“ celebrations to wear a Michael Myers costume 
than a Starfleet uniform. 

My wee involvement in the Halloween franchise and degree of success 
as a writer as a result is testament to the extent of the impact it’s made upon 
society as a whole, from 1978 when Carpenter’s original film first hit the 
screen to Zombie’s later stuff, to Hutchison’s comics and even some of my 
own Myers Universe endeavors. 

My involvement was just a bit of dumb luck, as far as I’m concerned. 

But as an ex-preacher, I still believe in God and fate. 

So perhaps, just perhaps, the shadowy man waiting for me at the end of 
the driveway after I hopped upon my Big Wheel to escape my dad’s wrath 
when I set fire to my room was a glimpse of the future. 

Let’s face it. The image sure was. 


Introduction 


(Original introduction for the Special Edition) 


One day, Michael Myers came knocking at my door. 

I wasn’t prepared. From what I’ve come to know of Michael, I can’t 
imagine ever being prepared. Yet as far as writing was concemed, I guess 
one can say I’d been preparing all my life. 

Back then, my life-long dream of writing a novel and having it 
published had at last become a reality. Nothing could compare with those 
first feelings I felt when I found my “Pray Serpent’s Prey” novel among the 
Stephen King paperbacks at the supermarket up my street, and as I held it in 
my hands. 

If it wasn’t for that book, a Halloween IV novel would not have existed, 
or would’ve simply been handed over for some other writer to pen, and 
Michael never would have come calling on me. 

In the spring of 1988, with Alan B. McElroy’s script Fed-exed to me by 
my publisher, it took me less than a month to turn it, scene by scene, into a 
novel. The deadline I had never gave me a chance to absorb the story to my 
liking. It was a unique opportunity to inject elements uniquely me into the 
Halloween lore. Because I was ordained to do what I wanted in translating 
the script into paperback form while remaining true to the story, the urgency 
in getting it done quickly left me with feelings that the final product was 
incomplete. 

Hence, I present to you Halloween IV: The Special Limited Edition. 

By special arrangement with Trancas International Films, the 
novelization is able to live again and this time with all the additional 
elements I was at liberty to include, the same elements which separate a 
good novel from a good movie. 

A word of advice: 


If ever Michael Myers comes knocking on your door, you better do 
what he says. 

Or he’ll kill your ass. 

And he doesn’t speak very often. 


---- Nicholas Grabowsky Summer, 2003 


PROLOGUE 


Haddonfield, Illinois, at one time long ago had been a peaceful town, 
just like any typical town away from the boisterous rumblings of factories 
and packed, bumper-to-bumper cars and buses and cabs on busy streets and 
intersections. Instead of smog, pollution, and haze, in Haddonfield there 
was only clear air and the sweet smell of home- baked apple pies cooling 


off on country porches and the joyous cries of children’s laughter echoing 
forth from games of tag and jumprope beneath the shade of maple trees. 
This was a town of the seasons, a town where the magic of Christmas and 
the building of carrot-nosed snowmen waltzed with time’s glorious dance of 
tradition, where Easter egg hunts and the July Fourth fireworks show down 
at Fallbrook Park were anxiously awaited by everyone year after year. 

And then there was Halloween. 

Halloween used to be no exception to the thrilling festivities of yearly 
customs. Children never used to fear the night of October thirty—first, 
when they gathered their share of candy as they trick-ortreated down chilly 
sidewalks, usually getting treated and rarely getting tricked. 

But the horror began back in nineteen sixty— three, when the scream of 
murder broke the autumn silence in Haddonfield. And, years after, the 
horror returned, and this time to a more gruesome and terrifying magnitude. 

Time had been unsuccessful in keeping away the horror; in the midst of 
innocence and quietude there is always a share of horror. It is a fact we all 
must face. But sometimes the horror goes away. 

In Haddonfield, however, the horror keeps coming back. 


Chapter One 


A muddy wave rolled over the shoulder of the rain drenched road as the 
medical transport bus cut through the showers. The thick blackness of the 
night was illuminated only by the bus’ headlights and an occasional flash of 
lightning. The crimson hues of Autumn burned from horizon to horizon but 
seemed to remain within the boundaries of the sky, disassociating 
themselves from the darkness of the world below. The sunset that separated 
day from evening was now but a memory on this, the thirtieth of October. 

Somewhere within the far horizon, despite the encompassing darkness, 
a cold Fall breeze whispered through the fields of corn silent words of 
somber hush like a mother to her child, and the whisper found the industrial 
harvesters which in turn would soon rest in preparation for the following 
day’s work. Crows remained perched on the shoulders of scarecrows until 
the wind grew from a whisper to a scream and the rain drove them off into 
the sky and the blackness. 

In a clearing near the midst of the fields, paper witches riding brooms 
fell victims to the wet rain, and a cardboard skeleton which swung on a 
string like a hanged man from the same Birch tree met the same fate. At a 
farmhouse nearby, another row of skeletons looked on under the newly 
painted beams of the porch, almost in mock comparison to their comrades 
yards before them. 

Back on the country road, rain washed the asphalt in sheets before the 
headlights of the transport bus. Within the bus, two Smith’s Grove Medical 
personnel waited silently to reach their destination amidst emergency 


monitoring equipment and a space which would hold the gurney of the 
patient they awaited custody of. Heavy smoke filled the front section of the 
bus, smoke from the driver’s filtered cigarette, and the nearly-overweight 
security guard muttered something to nobody in particular before he let out 
a brief coughing fit which languished into a dreamless sleep. The driver 
suddenly felt it best for all concerned to turn on the radio, and found that as 
he did so nobody seemed to care either way. There were very few stations 
available to choose from, and he picked the one which emitted a familiar 
song, which he soon recognized as Mister Sandman by The Chordettes. 

So what, he figured. So I’m an oldies fan. 

And occasionally, between puffs, he mouthed a few of the words to 
himself. The ashes from the cigarette were tapped between each verse into a 
glass Magic Carpet Motel ashtray situated on the dashboard directly below 
a red and white sticker above the windshield which read THANK YOU 
FOR NOT SMOKING. 

And the bus drove on. 

It drove on through the pouring rain until the distant reaches of the 
headlight beams came across the gleam of the high security gates up ahead. 
The driver crushed his cigarette into the ashtray and flicked on his high 
beams for a moment’s time, which cut through to disclose a sign on the 
right: 


Ridgemont Federal Sanitarium 
MAXIMUM SECURITY 


Authorized Personnel Only 
No Visitors 
All vehicles subject to search 
High beams remaining for the sake of a reasonably better view through 
the dimness, the driver made a right-hand turn into the driveway just past 
the sign and rolled the bus to a stop in front of the main gates. He waited as 


the gates slowly retracted, then proceeded to drive through as the guard 
beside him shifted in his seat and opened his eyes to the realization that 


they had finally arrived. He swished away accumulated smoke from his 
face with his hand. 

“Okay,” the driver announced. “Time to party.” 

He switched off the radio, which was now beginning to broadcast 
something which sounded like an old James Brown tune. 

Inside the sanitarium, there was a security guard seated within the 
confines of a large glass booth, a more bulky individual than the guard who 
remained within the bus outside. He gazed up at a fly buzzing around the 
lukewarm coffee within his I LOVE MY COCKER SPANIEL mug, the 
LOVE symbolized as a heart and the COCKER SPANIEL an undersized 
picture of a floppy-eared mutt. He gave his crew cut a quick scratch before 
attempting to ward off the fly with his hand, grabbing at it rather than 
giving it an offending wave. He had attempted to actually grab at it before, 
perhaps out of boredom or perhaps out of merely hoping to catch the insect 
one day. Regardless, the circumstances were evident. But he didn’t exactly 
hate his job, however boring it seemed. As a matter of fact, he favored his 
surroundings more than any other aspect of his work experience. It was 
most likely due to his father being an architect and his desire to follow in 
his footsteps, but he was deeply interested in how Ridgemont was actually a 
penitentiary which had been built in the late 1920’s. Fifty-year—old light 
fixtures hung above slowly rotating ceiling fans. Beams of painted wood 
stretched from wall to wall. Of course, it was no work of art. But the guard 
didn’t exactly like ART. He liked OLD. He liked 

NOSTALGIA. 

Anyway, nothing could truly say much for his job now that he thought 
about it; he was still known to all of his Friday night buddies at Larry’s Bar 
as the GUY WHO WORKS IN A LOONEY BIN. 

What the hell. Somebody has to guard this place. Make sure no crazy 
gets out. Sometimes crazies get in, and they don’t even hafta be the damn 
patients, either. 

He tested the coffee with his finger to make sure it really was lukewarm, 
then swirled around what little cream there was floating towards the center. 
He thought he heard within the next second what sounded like snoring, and 
he turned and saw his companion guard on the stool beside him as always, 
and he was simply clearing his throat and turning another page of FIELD 
AND STREAM. Turning back to his coffee, the fly gone to return again 
possibly later, the guard looked up and saw the two attendants from Smith’s 


Grove. He withdrew his finger from the coffee and set the mug down next 
to a small build-up of paperwork. He gave his crew cut another quick 
scratch. 

“Good evening,” one of the attendants spoke cheerlessly. The other 
attendant, a woman, looked on with much the same enthusiasm. “We’re 
from Smith’s Grove ” 

No shit, the guard thought, seeing that it was written several times over 
their uniforms. 

“All metal objects into the tray on your left,” he told them. 

There weren’t very many objects for this tray, and the guard barely 
managed them a glance. He was busily sorting out the paperwork before 
him, found something on a clipboard, and proceeded to jot something 
down. He continued talking. 

“Purpose of visit?” 

“Patient pick-up and transfer to Smith’s Grove,” the male attendant 
answered. 

Another clipboard. More jotting. Another sip of coffee. 

“All right,” he said. “Hold on a second. I’ll take you down there 
myself.” 

The guard grabbed the last clipboard and stood from his seat. His 
fingers disappeared under the counter and a buzzing issued forth the news 
that the two could now enter the glass door through the side. He joined 
them as the other guard with the magazine took his place at the window, 
reaching for the SPANIEL coffee mug. The guard with the attendants 
turned to him, noticing this. 

“T got mono,” he warned, half-jokingly. 

The guard set the coffee mug down. 

The two attendants then proceeded to follow the guard down a silent 
corridor. 

“You’re late,” he told the two. He wasn’t angry; he was simply inviting 
conversation. 

“Yeah, well, you should be on the road,” the male attendant exclaimed. 

“Helluva night, huh?” the guard said. 

“Real charmer.” 

The guard led the two attendants down the silent corridors, silent save 
for the echoes of their footsteps against the grey stone floors. Soon enough, 
after they passed a series of small see—through offices, a janitor’s supply 


closet, and employee restrooms, they arrived at what the guard referred to 
confidentially as the “corridor of the crazies.” The three of them beheld 
locked ward doors baring small square windows. There were faces behind 
the windows; faces of human beings. The degenerates of society. Some 
appeared to be distressed and physically damaged, but what they all had in 
common the attendants swiftly noticed was that each one of them displayed 
the same emotion: some sort of agony. For some, the agony was distorting 
their physical appearance, creating elongated arms and cheekbones as if 
from starvation. Others were beyond agony, simply staring blankly into 
empty space. 

Staring........ forever staring.... 

“First time here?” the guard asked the two behind him. 

“Hope it’s the last time.....” the woman remarked. 

“You never get used to them,” the guard said, keeping his eyes ahead of 
him, not looking up. “You never get used to the faces.” 

As they passed, the three felt the eyes of the onlookers gazing out, 
watching them, gawking at them. Their faces pressed to the glass, molding 
their faces into the undersized panes, one man’s scar tissue rubbing off and 
creating a crimson smear, his hot breath now a steamy film. 

The woman turned away, disgusted. “They’re all criminally insane?” 

“They’re here, aren’t they?” the guard replied. He scratched his head 
once more. The woman noticed a paltry layer of dandruff dots on the 
shoulders of his uniform. “Over there,” he pointed, “we got a man use to 
pick up hitchhikers, you see, take their picture, bath ‘em, cut ‘em up, bake 
‘em in a stewpot. Left side we got a woman does everything in threes. 
Buried three husbands, three children, alive you know. Next to her is an 
obstetrician. He murdered every ninth child he delivered, then stole their 
bodies and kept them in this huge nursery in his basement. We even have a 
ten— year—old who had his family for Christmas dinner. Literally. Took 
the leftovers to school and handed them out as sandwiches to his friends.” 

A saneless wail issued out from one of the rooms as they passed, and 
the woman exhaled a languished vociferation of intermingled dismay and 
disgust as she caught sight of a small boy’s face against yet another 
window, his eyes widened to the extent that they appeared to be lidless. 

The male attendant uttered a slight groan. “Jesus Christ.” 

“Christ got nothing to do with this place,” the guard muttered. 


Up ahead, the gaping mouth of an elevator awaited their admission, and 
they formidably obliged the invitation and entered. The doors joined, and 
the guard turned to them. He was neither smiling nor frowning; but his gaze 
was that of pure dread. 

It was times like these that he hated his job. He’d much rather be 
swirling his finger in lukewarm coffee back at the front desk, combating 
flies. Now, he was forced to combat fear. 

“This,” he said, “is where society dumps its worst nightmares.” The 
harsh winding of their mechanical descent was frighteningly boisterous, and 
the woman attendant thought it wise to simply keep her eyes glued to the 
level indicator and her mind not on the human abominations viewing them 
in the corridors but rather harnessing it within her skull. As sub-levels 
ticked off one by one, the security guard had to raise his voice over the 
reverberating noise to continue. “The one you’re picking up, just talking 
about gives me the willies. Decade ago, Halloween night, killed sixteen 
people. Maybe more. Out to get his sister. Nearly got her, too, the poor 
woman. But his doctor of all people, his doctor shot him six times, and the 
bugger got away. The doc found him again, shot him, set him on fire both 
of ‘em nearly burned to death. 

Glad to see this one gone. Yes indeed.....” 

The indicator was now at the lowest level. The elevator jolted to a stop. 
The woman attendant drew her breath in. The guard looked at her. 

“Welcome to hell.” 

He raised his hand to a wall-mounted lockdown latch, and the elevator 
doors opened to yet another pair of doors, steel—caged, which in turn came 
open with an agonizing creak thus sounding forth their arrival. 

Truly this is hell, thought the woman as she was first introduced to the 
rush of forced-air heating which greeted her out of the shadows. Of course, 
this isn’t the hell I imagined growing up in Sunday school, with the ol’ fire 
and brimstone, but it’s just as bad. Maybe worse. This place is silent; warm, 
but somewhere within the warmness there’s an underlying coldness. And it’s 
dark. So goddamn dark. 

Ward “E” was just like that, with a few extra added attractions. There 
were virtually two people the guests could see thus far, one appeared to be 
an orderly swamping the floor with soapy water next to a steel bucket, 
nodding rhythmically to the music of his headset which was attached to a 
small radio hanging from his front pocket. Probably the only measure of life 


around, both attendants figured coincidentally. At least by measure of life 
as they knew it. 

The other figure was that of a young woman who stood below a single, 
naked yellow light bulb which simply dangled, the chain falling into her 
face unnoticed. She stood beside a windowless steel door opened to distinct 
dimness and, together with the bulb overhead, it gave her a sort of queer 
sinister countenance. As the three proceeded forward in her direction, the 
darkness revealed vacant spring—framed single beds, old with rust, near 
silent medical equipment. The Ridgemont nurse then moved from her 
stance under the light and spoke into the room beside her. 

“The transfer personnel are here, Doctor,” she said. 

Suddenly the dimness of the light issuing forth from within the room 
was interrupted, and the shadow of another figure appeared. The doctor 
then stepped into the light. He seemed calm, although there was a certain 
vague expression of relief in his eyes, an expression only a keen observer 
could readily detect. He had journeyed through the trials of growing old and 
was continuing to do so with undeniable anguish at the present age of fifty- 
five. His hair was cut short, a mixture of brown and grey, and the above 
light seemed to swirl the colors, making them come alive; it played 
luminary games with the profound wrinkles embedded in his forehead and 
cheeks. 

“Smith’s Grove?” he questioned the attendants. His voice was 
commanding, yet somehow either age or occupation gave him a certain 
somber resonance. 

The male attendant nodded. “Yes.” 

The doctor offered a hand to the male. “I’m Doctor Hoffman, medical 
administrator.” 

“Has he been prepped?” the attendant asked. The doctor answered, 
“Ready to go. All I have to do is sign him out, then he’s all yours.” 

As the two attendants began to follow Doctor Hoffman, who turned and 
headed back into the cell, the nurse motioned the security guard to follow 
her in the opposite direction. The guard gratefully obeyed. 

The first primary objects the two attendants beheld in the room were the 
gurney and the figure which the gurney held. The figure was motionless and 
darkened by the absence of light in its corner of the room. They could 
partially see the outline of its face, and a closer inspection proved there to 
be heavy bandages covering its entirety. The rest of the body was garbed in 


nothing but a white gown and was in turn covered halfway with an equally 
white sheet. An IV needle protruded from each arm like tiny, unmoving 
serpents. 

This was their man. 

This was their patient. 

The second object they beheld was the silent monitoring equipment 
stationed in another corner, diagonal to that of the patient. This bed had 
been unmade, and the imprint showed that there had once been a body in 
that space. Probably moved out like theirs would be. Probably dead. 

The woman attendant stepped closer to the patient. “You say he’s been 
in a coma for ten years?” 

“That’s right,” the doctor answered, his amazement worn thin. However, 
the presence of other company somewhat revived his astonishment. “With 
bullet wounds and severe burns. It’s incredible that’s he’s still alive.” 

“A lot of people wish he weren’t,” the male attendant remarked, 
remembering the stories he had heard, the stories passed down from 
employee to employee at Smith’s Grove. 

The doctor stepped over to the wall adjacent to the rear of the steel door 
and grabbed a clipboard stationed on a rack. As he withdrew a pen from one 
of the pockets in his white smock, the woman moved over to the body. In 
the meantime, the male handed papers he took from a shirt pocket and 
exchanged them with another paper from the doctor, after which was 
followed by a few scribblings on the clipboard. The woman gazed over the 
body, lingering for a moment, almost afraid to touch it, then proceeded to 
check one IV needle followed by the other. Behind her, the two others were 
moving back out into the ward. 

The male attendant spoke to the doctor as he waited for the signing of 
documents. “I’d assumed Doctor Loomis would be here. Michael Myers is 
still his patient.” 

Indignant, the doctor looked up and gazed into the eyes of the man. He 
had ceased scribbling. “This is a legal mandate. Any patient stable for a 
continuous ten year period must be remanded to State psychiatric authority. 
This isn’t medical, therefore, this matter doesn’t concern Doctor Loomis.” 

“I was simply saying...... it’s usual procedure to inform the case 
doctor.” 

The doctor returned the remainder of the signed documents. “If Loomis 
read memos, he’d be standing here right now. Fortunately, his position is 


more ceremonial than medical. And with Myers gone from here, my hope is 
that the good doctor will either transfer, retire or die.” 

Inside the cell, the woman continued tending to the shape in the corner. 
Pulse. Pressure. Breathing was slow and Steady. 

This was the man--the thing that had murdered all those people. She’d 
heard about it; heard the stories. 

But they were all just that---stories. The same as reading a newspaper or 
a magazine. And here lay the story incarnate, right before her eyes. She 
gazed down upon it, upon those bandages. Pure evil, someone had told her 
before she departed from Smith’s Grove. Pure evil behind those bandages, 
those scars behind those bandages. 

She forced her eyes away. Satisfied with the patient’s condition, she 
called out behind her, “All right, let’s move him out.” 

Just as she turned away, a naked hand slipped out from beneath 
the gurney sheet. The attendant, startled upon hearing the rustling, quickly 
spun around. Her hand went tremulously to her chest as if to ensure the 
restraint of her heart. 

The hand had simply fallen off the gurney. She had been checking the 
patient, checking the IV needles, and the hand eventually slipped because it 
had been disturbed. 

That was all. 

That was it. 

(Actually, it was more like she had been disturbed.) 

The hand was now hanging there, limp, deformed by tight shiny pink 
burn scars, webbed with ropy keloids of knotted flesh, and it was doing 
nothing else. 

So, having placed herself back into the comforting analgesic of her 
senses, she was ready to move the patient. 
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Outside, the attendants rolled the gurney with the comatose body up the 
pavement to the rear of the opened bus as the driver and the hefty security 
guard who hated smoke watched on. The attendants snapped up the wheels 
and locked them, lifting the gurney into the back until it disappeared. After 
doing so, the male unexpectedly backed into Doctor Hoffman, who had 
escorted them outside. 

The woman, her mind growing all the more curious about this dark 
human monstrosity, asked the doctor if there were any living relatives. 


“A niece living in his hometown,” replied the doctor. “Too young to act 
as legal ward.” 

After they strapped the gurney in place, the woman announced that it 
was locked and loaded, and that they were ready to rock and roll. 

““Night, Doc,” the male said. 

The doctor looked them over one final time as the team prepared to 
leave. 

“Drive carefully,” he told them. 

And with that, the transport bus drove away, disappearing down the 
rain-washed country road and into the night. 


Chapter Two 


Sunday was a medium-sized black Labrador that enjoyed spending time 
during the early hours of the morning up and about, scrounging around 
throughout the house for anything interesting or edible overlooked by the 
human beings before they went to sleep hours before. He loved the quiet 
almost as much as the times when the family would be up and about and 
playing with him and Rubber Porcupine, only in a different way. At night, 
when they were asleep, he enjoyed the fact that there were no watchful eyes 
to see what little mishap he could get into. But tonight something was a 
trifle different, although not unlike the past few mornings. Someone was up 
and about, and the black Labrador sensed it. There was a stirring 
somewhere downstairs, probably in the livingroom. Sunday had been sitting 
next to a large window at the end of the hall upstairs, watching the rain, 
watching the lightning strike in the horizon, illuminating the area where it 
sat. Now he padded across the carpet, past the master bedroom where the 
heads of the household soundly slept. Down the staircase he went and into 
the livingroom to where the movement was on the lap of the couch. 

It was the little girl. 

He liked the little girl very much, ever since she suddenly became a part 
of the family not long ago; a welcomed new face. Sunday didn’t mean to 
startle her as he jumped and landed at her side. Now he had found a hand to 
lick and one that would pet him in turn. 

The six-year-old girl had been sitting there for some time now, 
surrounded by a brigade of pillows, occasionally gazing out the window 
into the dark, rain- filled street, gazing at the lightning, unafraid, much as 


Sunday had done. Her thoughts were not languishing tiredly as could have 
been supposed; her thoughts were numerous and upon many things. 
Thoughts of her past. Thoughts of her present. Tired, weary, melancholy 
thoughts of a time gone by and a time she could never again bring back. 
Only memories, faded and distant memories that made lonely little girls cry. 

“Hey, kiddo....... ” A familiar voice. “It’s four in the morning.” 

She turned away from the window to gaze upon Rachel. She knew 
Rachel only wanted to help, but her presence only brought another flood of 
remembrances to mind. Rachel always tried to pretend she was her big 
sister, but little Jamie knew perfectly well she wasn’t. In fact, she didn’t 
even have a real family like Rachel did at all. Rachel had told her once that 
she herself was a lonely six—year-old at one time, and that even now she 
was a lonely seventeen—year-old. But Rachel didn’t know what loneliness 
was, really, did she? 

All Jamie could tell her was that she couldn’t sleep. 

There went Rachel’s eyes, getting all big again, like she was going to 
say something smart and loving. 

“What is this, four nights in a row? You going for a record here? Six- 
year-old insomniac’s hall of fame?” 

Then the words just came out. She wasn’t sure whether she wanted the 
words to come out, but there they were. “Do you love me, Rachel?” 

“Oh, serious questions tonight,” she said quietly, trying to be a bit 
humorous at reassuring her. She too was petting the dog. “Of course I love 
you.” 

“Like a sister?” 

“Like a real sister?” 

Rachel sighed. She paused for a moment to think, attempting to search 
for the right words. If only she could get Rachel to understand. If only they 
both could get some sleep. “You know we’re not really sisters, Jamie. You 
know we can’t help that. But that doesn’t mean that just because we’re not 
real sisters I love you any less.” 

Jamie’s gaze returned to the window; went back to the rain. 

“Sure it does,” she muttered. 

She didn’t notice it at first, and when she did, she paid it no mind; there 
was a new object in the street across the way, through the rain and the haze. 
All she knew was that is looked like a large van. She could not see the 


insignia of Smith’s Grove imprinted on the side, but she noticed briefly that 
the rear doors were opened and the vehicle itself was void of movement and 
silent. 

She was distracted. Rachel was turning her around to face her. 

“Jamie,” she told her, “I know you miss your parents. It hasn’t been that 
long ” 

“It’s been eleven months,” she cut her off. 

Another sigh from Rachel. The dog rested its head on the little girl’s lap. 
“Your mom used to baby- sit me when I was your age. I bet you didn’t 
know that.” 

“You’re lucky,” Jamie said. “I wish she could do the same for me.” 

Rachel then took the little girl into her arms and embraced her in a 
moment of silent thought, lovingly. Then, “Come on, kiddo. Back to bed.” 

By the hand, Rachel led a weary Jamie up the stairway and to the 
threshold of Jamie’s bedroom, followed by a contented Sunday. She then 
knelt down and gave the little girl a soft kiss on the cheek. 

“Sleep tight, sweetie,” Rachel said. “French toast for breakfast. Night— 
night.” 

And with a slight pat on the head, she closed Jamie’s bedroom door and 
left her once again to her thoughts. 

The same old room surrounded her, every detail a symbol of her new 
family’s attempts to make her their own, to make her feel like one of them 
nestled under their wings. Various doll faces stared back at her from shelves 
against the wall and from the top of her pink dresser. An assemblage of toy 
rhinos and penguins and bears and horses congregated around her light blue 
and red toy box near to her bed, and across from them were plush 
vegetables and fruits with inquisitive expressions as if having formed their 
own clique at the foot of the bed. There were Sesame Street wall hangings, 
the characters being of the same sort embroidered onto her pajamas and 
pompom slippers. There were clowns in the rocking chair near her closet. 

She felt a tremendously cold chill which drew her attention to the 
bedroom window. It was open, and the wind and drizzle were blowing into 
the curtains and onto the carpet, dampening them. Jamie scurried across the 
room and drew the window shut. 

Lightning flashed once as she turned toward the bed; if her gaze had 
been directed toward the window, she would have seen the reflection of the 


figure that had entered her room, a tall figure behind her illuminated for but 
a moment’s time after which returning into the darkened shadows. 

She was not alone. 

Moving past her dresser, Jamie opened the double doors to her closet. 
There was a tan shoebox before her on the floor near an assortment of 
tennis shoes, and she reached for it and removed the top. 

More memories. This time, the memories were materialized in 
photographs--pictures of times gone by: a photo of her mother, Laurie 
Strode. On the back, in faded pencil, were the words MOM AT 
SEVENTEEN. There was a birthday card from four years ago--WITH 
LOVE FOR OUR LITTLE GIRL. There was a picture of Jamie, two years 
ago, riding her father piggyback at the Great American amusement park. 
Here was another picture, all of them together having a barbeque with the 
Hammets, their neighbors, her father posing as the Master Chef of the Grill, 
reddened chicken breasts flaming beside him over coals. Yes memories-- 
nothing but memories. 

One more flash of lightning. Above her, to her left, unnoticed, was the 
figure, the shape--within the confines of her closet. The brilliant flash 
revealed its face, rows of whitened streaks surrounding two hollow cavities 
where the eyes should be, as if it were encased within bandages... 

Again, Jamie did not see the figure; at the moment when she very well 
could have, there was now darkness. 

Jamie returned the shoebox to the litter of tennis shoes on the floor, then 
turned and went for her bed. Kneeling, she pulled the covers down further 
to slip inside and before she did, she clasped her hands somberly and 
prayed a simple prayer, a slight rendition of what her true parents had once 
taught her. 

“Now I lay me down to sleep, I pray the Lord my soul to keep. If I 
should die before I wake, I pray the Lord my soul to take. God bless Mr. 
and Mrs. Caruthers. God bless Rachel, God bless Sunday, God bless me, 
and God bless Mommy and Daddy in heaven. Amen.” 

And with that, she began to rise to slip under the covers. 

Suddenly she was distracted. There was a shuffling sound--something 
Stirring. It stopped just as suddenly as it had begun. She realized that it 
came from the closet. She turned and gazed into its emptiness. 

Silence. 

She continued her gaze. 


Nothing. 

Jamie rose to her feet completely and stepped toward the opened closet 
door. Hesitantly, she peered closer into the black obscurity of clothes and 
boxes. 

A fallen rag doll. 

She returned it to the top of one of the boxes. Satisfied and somewhat 
relieved, she turned once again to the bed. But she closed the closet doors, 
just to ease her mind. 

Yet another sound. 

Again she turned, and this time she beheld the inner emptiness of the 
closet as the door opened just a crack, then yawning wider as if in an 
ambiguous introduction to an entity about to make a grand appearance. She 
remembered Mr. Caruthers reading to her a few days ago from the funny 
papers something about a closet of anxieties. 

But there was still nothing. 

A different sound. Branches against the window 
glass; the maple tree outside. 

Scratch.......scratch..... 

She gazed back at the hollow abyss before her. It beckoned her, called 
for her, teased her. Sighing, she stepped up to it to close it once more. 

That was when she heard the breathing. 

All of a sudden something grabbed her-- grabbed her ankle; she felt the 
muscular grip tighten and pull. 

It came from beneath the bed. 

She screamed. 

She stumbled as the monstrous hand pulled her down, causing her to 
topple onto the hard carpet, landing on her arm. She shrieked in pain. She 
kicked and writhed frantically, but her efforts were useless and seeming 
only to heighten her assailant’s efforts. Her mind was racing in a merry— 
go-round of circles amidst the panic. She was being pulled 
under.....under.... 

....Under...... a second hand came forth, reaching...... 

....and suddenly she managed to break free. With no further thought, 
she scrambled to her feet awkwardly, her shrieks echoing forth into all 
directions around her. She didn’t notice the shape of the man rising from the 
far side of the bed, or the butcher knife which gleamed with the strike of 


lightning. She went for the door. Her hand reached for the knob, her fingers 
gripped it firmly, and she pulled the door open. 

There he was, before her. It was no use. In the midst of her screams, 
death was raised in the form of a knife. As it struck, her last thoughts within 
the haze told her that she would soon meet Mommy and Daddy. 
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....and then the closet door opened. The bedroom light streamed onto 
her face as she opened her eyes and stared into the desperate faces of Mr. 
and Mrs. Caruthers. Still, Jamie held tight to the shoebox huddled with her 
in the corner surrounded by hanging dresses and colored cardboard boxes 
and dolls. Mrs. Caruthers pushed some of the dolls aside and held the little 
girl close. She noticed Rachel not far behind, gripping Sunday by his collar. 

“Dear God,” Darlene Caruthers exclaimed, hushing the little girl’s cries, 
consoling her. “It’s all right, sweetheart. A bad dream, that’s all. Just a nasty 
old dream. I’ve got you. You’re safe. See? Just let it go, honey. Put it out of 
your mind.” 

And as Jamie reached out to embrace her in turn, the shoebox fell, 
toppling over the tennis shoes, its contents spilling. A back and white 
photograph, yellowed with age, rested face up. Between the near— white 
boundaries, a six—year-old boy in a bright clown costume was standing 
beside his older sister. In the background was a house, jack—o—lanterns 
aglow on the front porch, orange sky accenting the scenery over the far 
horizon. 

It was Michael and Judith Myers. 

It was Halloween, 1963. 


Chapter Three 


The booming of footsteps echoed down the dreary corridors of the 
Ridgemont Federal Sanitarium. It was Halloween morning, and the 
sunshine of the new day streamed through the high windows of the first 
floor hallways and down upon some of the inner offices. Shadowing the 
offices, obscuring the sunlight, was the stout silhouette of a man hurrying to 
pass. His cane accompanied the echoes of every determined, acrimonious 
footfall. Staffers garbed in white stepped out of the figure’s path, their gazes 
following, and they were soon joined by others which watched from 
doorways, faces filled with both curiosity and a grudging respect. 

The figure stepped up to the last office in the corridor, the one on the 
right. On the window of the door the letters read ADMINISTRATOR’S 
OFFICE. He wasted no time throwing this door open, slamming it against a 


row of metal file cabinets inside. Doctor Hoffman, startled, gazed up from 
his payroll reports on his desk and into the virulent eyes of Doctor Loomis. 

To Doctor Hoffman, Doctor Loomis was the sort of person who took his 
work too seriously; seriously to the extent of becoming obsessed with any 
patient that managed to trigger off some deep, morbid interest Loomis held 
within himself. To Hoffman, everyone involved would be better off with 
this whole Michael Myers business if he had simply perished in the flames 
ten years ago, even better with Mr. Myers. The only evidence of the fire 
now was the deep, burn scar that looked like a course of runnels trailing 
down the right side of Loomis’ face. Some minor attempts at plastic surgery 
had not managed much visible repair of the disfigurement. And for some 
reason, the man seemed to age twice as fast as a normal human being. He 
was a determined man, two—fisted in dialogue and imposing in 
appearance, however old he sometimes appeared. 

He marched up to Hoffman’s desk and leaned over angrily. His voice 
was harsh. “Why wasn t I notified?” 

Hoffman stood his ground. “About what?” “You know damn well about 
what! You let them take It out of here.” 

“Doctor Loomis. Michael Myers was a federal patient, and a federal 
prisoner. Therefore, he was subject to federal law.” 

Loomis was furious. “We’re not talking about just another federal 
prisoner, Hoffman. We’re talking about Evil on two legs!” 

“For chrissake,” Hoffman complained, “spare me the speech. I’ve 
listened to it for a decade. The fact is that your evil monster has been in a 
nonreversible coma for ten years and in that coma he will stay until his 
heart and brain say stop.” 

Loomis stepped backwards. “He’s been waiting ” 

“T’ve said it before.....I think you’re the one who needs mental help. 
You’re obsessed with this 
thing. The staff tells me you stand for hours just looking at him.” He sat up 
within his chair, leaning forward, as if he were about to rise. “Tell me 
objectively, Loomis. Is this normal professional medical behavior?” 

“Do you know what today is?” The doctor with the cane shouted. “Do 
you know the date? Every day I look in the mirror. Every day I remember. I 
tell you. I don’t want anyone to have to live through that night again.” 

Hoffman let out a fatigued sigh. “I can see this is useless.” 


“Where was he taken?” Loomis demanded. “Smith’s Grove. He’s 
probably there by now.” “Call!” 


Loomis drew closer to the desk. “Call Smith’s Grove. Set my mind at 
ease. Fuel your sarcasm. I hope to God I’m wrong about what I feel. Call!” 

Why is this man wasting my time? Hoffman thought wearily. Why the 
hell doesn’t this man just take that goddamn cane of his and his goddamn 
Michael Myers horror stories andjust leave me alone? 

Oh, what the hell. 

Hoffman picked up the phone to his right and dialed. At last there was 
silence in the room. If he could only get this over with 

“Yes,” he spoke into the receiver, “this is Doctor Hoffman at 
Ridgemont. We had a patient transferred there just last night, Michael 
Myers. That’s right.” 

Loomis waited, impatient. Suddenly, Hoffman’s face was overcome by 
a touch of dejection. 

“T see,” Hoffman continued. “All right, thank you.” And he hung up the 
phone. The room remained silent for a moment, Loomis awaiting the 
inevitable. Hoffman continued his gaze upon the desk, not looking up, not 
ashamed that he had been wrong. On the contrary; it was still Loomis that 
was crazy. It was still Loomis that was wrong. Of course everything was all 
right. But tell a man like Doctor Loomis that and see if he agrees with you. 
“They’re two hours overdue. But they don’t feel that it’s a cause for concern 

When he looked up, he found that he was conversing with empty air. 
The doctor was gone, the door still swung wide against the file cabinets. 

Dammit! 

“Loomis,” he called out, and he was answered only by the repercussions 
of his own voice throughout his head. “Loomis!” 
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Doctor Loomis marched across the puddled pavement in the direction of 
a half-dozen blue OFFICIAL USE federal sedans, his hard black shoes 
splashing droplets of water onto the legs of his dark brown slacks. He 
stormed over to the nearest vehicle and opened the door to the driver’s side 
with a key from his pocket keychain. He heard a distant voice behind him; 
perhaps it was the voice of reason, but regardless, Loomis was not a 


reasonable man in the face of unreasonable urgency. But he recognized that 
voice, and this was the very reason why he did not turn. 

“Where do you think you’re going?” Hoffman said, catching his breath. 
He had been running. 

Loomis continued into the car, slammed the door shut and rolled down 
the window. His words were hurried and desperate. “To find It. It has a 
single relative left alive the daughter of Laurie Strode. She’ll be Its target 
now.” 

Hoffman gripped the edges of the car door with despairing urgency. 
“For godsake, just listen to yourself. Michael Myers is a threat to no one.” 

Even after ten years,” Loomis replied, starting the engine, “you still 
have no idea what you’ve let loose.” Then, “What are you doing?” 

Hoffman had hastened over to the passenger’s side, opened the door and 
hopped in. 

“Tf you’re wrong, he said, “I don’t want you starting a panic.” 

“And if I’m right?” 

“You won’t be,” Hoffman told him. 

But there was that encompassing fear. 


Chapter Four 


Four Illinois State Highway Patrol cars were parked on the shoulder of 
the dust-filled country highway. A state trooper was in the process of 
lighting flares, placing them across the asphalt of the breakdown lane, 
occasionally raising his gaze to the remote distance of the road and wiping 
the newly- formed sweat from his brow. The area was silent save for the 
crackling of the patrolmen’s radios and the talking. Three troopers were 
working their way down a muddy embankment beyond the shoulder which 
sloped down into a deep ravine of marshy undergrowth. 

The Smith’s Grove medical transport bus rested on its roof; a wasted 
dissolution at the bottom of the ravine. Ground fog swirled and eddied 
around shattered bits of glass and metal. 

The three troopers scattered around the wreckage, investigating the 
surroundings carefully. 

“What a mess,” the first one exclaimed. Then, to the others, “Swing 
around the backside. Anyone alive is a lucky son of a bitch.” 

“Anyone alive’d be too messed up to be a lucky son of a bitch,” another 
remarked. 

The troopers circled the vehicle, moving moderately nearer through 
sucking mud and swamp runoff. The youngest of the three sloshed towards 
the rear quarter, finding the back doors twisted open. He peered into 
darkness. The other two joined him there, gazing closer into the bus’ 
interior. As soon as they began to realize what they beheld, repulsion set in 
and the younger one dodged over to a nearby clump of weeds, doubling up, 
retching into the thickness. Another newly arrived trooper, a much older 
man, nearly stumbled over to the other two and joined them as they 
continued their gaze inside. 

“Holy shit,” he whispered. “Looks like those traffic films we show to 
Driver’s Ed classes.” 


A trooper beside him unbuckled a flashlight from his belt and flashed it 
within the bus for a better view. Behind him, still others circled through the 
weeds. 

Back out on the highway, Loomis’ sedan joined the patrol cars pulled 
over to the shoulder. He killed the engine and stepped out, gravel crumbling 
under his heels. Hoffman shut the door on the other side. Hoffman walked 
over to the embankment and in dismay followed Loomis’ gaze down the 
slope to the overturned vehicle. Doctor Loomis appeared calm, sounded 
calm, but Hoffman noted there was a seriousness, a cast of despair within 
his eyes; always this despair. 

“Ts that it?” asked Loomis to Hoffman. 

“Yes,” he answered regretfully. A state trooper approached them, and 
Hoffman turned to him. It was time to be serious, terribly serious, as was 
his fellow professional with the cane. But there was no need for panic. The 
circumstances were very simple: Michael Myers was dead. If not, he was 
laying seriously injured down there in the wreckage. He must believe that; 
to do otherwise would place himself at the same level as the overly 
negative, paranoid doctor beside him. Emotions aside, he asked the trooper, 
“Do you know when this happened?” 

“Sometime during the night. They probably lost the road in the storm. 
Went off the embankment. It happens.” 

Hoffman turned back to Loomis. Perhaps the good doctor would now 
realize what really happened here. “An accident,” he said plainly. 

Loomis started up, “Do you really think that ” 

“Why shouldn’t I?” Hoffman told him. 

“How many staff on the bus?” Loomis snapped. 

“Four plus Myers.” 

Loomis turned to the trooper immediately. The baldness of his forehead 
was streaming with sweat. “How many bodies have you found?” 

“Hard to tell,” the trooper answered. “They’re all pretty chewed up.” 

Determined, Loomis started down the embankment. The Ridgemont 
administrator called after him. “Loomis. It’s over. Leave it alone!” 

He threw his hands into the air in total frustration. The trooper beside 
him shook his head and gave a half amused sort of grin. 

“Oh, hell.” Hoffman went off down the embankment in turn. 

Loomis carefully approached the wreckage, not minding the filth and 
mud encasing his shoes as much as what he feared he would find, or, rather, 


what he would not find, up ahead. He scrutinized each piece of metal; 
studied every bit and portion of the accident as he passed. Finally, he 
reached the twisted metal doors and poked his head heedfully inside. 

Coming up on the rear, Hoffman in turn made his way to the twisted 
doors of the bus. He met Loomis’ dismal frown. 

“He’s not here,” Loomis proclaimed. “He’s gone. Dammit, he’s gone.” 

Hoffman felt a sudden sense of anguish; a sense of profound uneasiness. 
It was like waking up to what you thought was a nightmare only to soak up 
the realization that the terror was truly taking place. He called out to a 
trooper nearby. “Have you found any other bodies?” 

“Not yet,” was the response. “There’s a lot of ground to cover.” 

“You won’t find him,” Loomis insisted. “He did this. Now he’s 
escaped.” 

“You don’t know that,” Hoffman said. “Michael could have been 
thrown from the bus.” 

The trooper agreed, “I’ve seen bodies thrown fifty, sixty feet from a 
crash site.” 

Hoffman continued, “And even if by some miracle Michael is 
conscious, his muscles will be useless. The man’s been ten years flat on his 
back. Immobile. Give the troopers time to search.” 

Loomis wasn’t listening. He was preoccupied with something else, 
something on the ground, something nobody else seemed to notice. He 
needed a closer look to be sure, and, with the tip of his cane, he raised the 
metal object for a better inspection. The object was an earring, gold, or at 
least gold-plated, a small glimmering star hanging from the ring itself. 
Attached to this earring was something pale. A piece of flesh. 

A human earlobe. 

Loomis turned back to the other two. “You’re talking about him as if he 
were a human being. That part of him died years ago.” 

He dropped the object and immediately proceeded up the embankment, 
Hoffman calling after him. 

“Now where are you going?” 

“To Haddonfield,” he yelled in return. “It’s a four hour drive. You can 
reach me there through the local police. Four hours should be long enough 
for you to find him if he’s here. If you don’t, then I am sure I will.....” 

Hoffman and the other trooper gazed on as the doctor strode up the 
muddy embankment using his cane as a lever. For one moment, it appeared 


as if he were about to fall. He reminded Hoffman of some sort of minikin 
nobleman, waving his cane about in effort to gain footing up the slope. He 
gave a disconcerted sigh as Loomis disappeared over the shoulder and onto 
the highway. 

Even with all the pandemonium of the searchers, Loomis’ sedan engine 
could still be heard. “What’s his story?” the trooper asked Hoffman. “You 
don’t want to know.” 


Chapter Five 


It was another peaceful Autumn morning in the tranquil community of 
Haddonfield, Illinois. Birds sang gleefully within the auburn branches of 
maple trees and the cool morning breeze scattered leaves playfully over 
grass dampened by the previous night’s showers. An occasional car cruised 
leisurely down the quiet street, every so often catching a puddle and 
splashing it over the curb. In the distance, a lone paperboy was making his 
rounds, hurling morning editions with long practiced ease from a sturdy 
blue bicycle. 

The very first sounds in the kitchen echoed 
throughout the Caruther household, and soon 


afterwards were followed by the usual, daily hustle - 

and-bustle of hurried family members moving to and 

fro, munching down some sort of breakfast so they 

could hurry to work or to school; the kind of confusion which had become 
so commonplace that no one had time to give any thought to how confusing 
things were. Richard Caruthers had just finished pouring a cup of hot coffee 
into his I HATE MONDAYS mug. He was dressed in a white button-down 
shirt, grey slacks and a silk tie which was now absorbing a new decoration 
while floating in the mug as he brought it to the kitchen table. 

“Damn it,” he cursed as he noticed it, then called to his wife. “Darlene.” 

The phone began to ring, and Darlene entered the kitchen in a hurry to 
answer it. 

Richard continued to call her, ignorant to the ringing. 

Darlene silenced him. “There’s a clean one in the laundry room next to 
your blue slacks.” Then she silenced the phone. “Hello?” 

Richard followed his wife’s directions and exited into the nearby 
laundry room. 

Darlene was a typical, clean scrubbed midwestern housewife, modestly 
attractive. She bore little resemblance to her seventeen-year-old daughter, 
Rachel, but what the two did have in common, aside from good-looks, as 
Richard frequently pointed out, was gentle, compassionate eyes. Actually, 
Richard claimed that none of these traits were exactly hereditary; Darlene 
acquired her beauty from hanging around her husband for a long time, and 
Rachel well, she was their daughter. Darlene always teasingly pushed him 
away whenever he joked around like that; a tradition he managed to keep 
alive within the Caruther household. 

It was Rachel’s turn to enter the kitchen, and the first thing she went for 
was the refrigerator; another daily tradition. She yanked open the door, 
peered inside for a moment, found what she wanted, and grabbed a carton 
of nonfat milk and a bagel. 

Richard complained yet again from the laundry room. “Darlene, this tie 
has a spot on it. I can’t wear this today! I have a ten-thirty with Chuck.” 

Into the phone, Darlene told a Mrs. Pierce to hang on, then shouted, 
“Not that tie. On the other side. 

Look.....” She spotted her daughter’s breakfast. “That’s not all you’re 
eating, young lady.” 


“Oh. I found it, honey,” Richard shouted back. “Mom,” Rachel 
explained, “I’m on a diet. You want an oinker for a daughter?” 

Darlene sighed and returned to the phone. “Sorry,” she said into the 
receiver, “do you think Susan could just bring her crutches? Stupid 
question. Tell her I hope she feels better. Yes. All right. That’s fine. Good.” 

Behind her, Rachel popped the bagel into the microwave and set the 
timer. Richard reentered the kitchen, almost bumping into his daughter, 
working a Windsor knot into his second silk tie. Darlene hung up the phone. 

“Who’s that, dear?” he asked her. 

“Susan’s mother. She can’t babysit tonight.” He appeared half— 
surprised as he began to down a mouthful of his coffee. “Why not?” 

“Susan broke her ankle last night at the ice rink. Rachel.....” 

Rachel had been attempting a soundless escape into the next room from 
the inevitability she sensed even as her mother had returned the receiver to 
its cradle, her bagel still heating in the microwave. She halted at her 
mother’s command. 

“Mom, please.” 

“You have to watch Jamie tonight,” she told her. 

“I can’t do it,” Rachel complained. “Not tonight. You know I have this 
date with Brady. You know how important it is.” 

“Well tonight is very important to your father and me. ‘This dinner 
party could set your father up for a much deserved promotion. You 
wouldn’t want your date to mess that up, now would you?” 

By this time, Richard had sat down to a warm plate of french toast, 
virtually ignoring the 
conversation, knowing his daughter had to succumb. She persisted. “Can’t 
you find somebody else?” “It’s too late,” was the reply. 

Silence, save for the ding of the microwave. 

“What am I supposed to tell Brady?” Rachel said. “What am I supposed 
to say? ‘Sorry, I’ve got to babysit my foster sister. Go have fun by 
yourself?” 

Darlene sighed. “It’s not the end of the world, for goodness’ sake.” 

“Sure it is,” she argued. “I think tonight, Brady was ready to make a 
commitment. Now my future relationship, engagement, marriage, children, 
and your grandchildren have all been wiped out, and all because Ihave to 
babysit. Oh joy.” 


Turning, Rachel nearly stepped into an apologetic Jamie. She was 
standing in the kitchen doorway, Sunday the Labrador at her side. 

Looking up at Rachel, she told her faintly, “I’m sorry I ruined 
everything. If I wasn’t here, you could go out.” 

Then she turned and disappeared with Sunday into the livingroom 
around the corner. Rachel was left, staring guiltily into the empty space 
where the little girl had been. She could feel her parents’ disapproving 
stares. 

“Good job, Rachel,” her father told her. “That little girl needs all the 
love we can give her, and all you can think about is yourself.” 

Without looking back, Rachel left the kitchen in pursuit of Jamie. 

oR KK 

Rachel followed Jamie and Sunday into the girl’s bedroom. Jamie didn’t 
bother to close the door on her, but ignored her presence just the same by 
slipping onto her bed and pretending to toy with a pink marshmallow doll. 
Rachel joined her, sitting close. A moment of silence went by, Rachel trying 
to summon the right words to say to her, the words that best suited a six- 
year-old girl with a heavy heart. Finally, the words did come, and she hoped 
to God they would work. 

“I’m sorry, Jamie. I didn’t mean it like that. I can go out with Brady 
tomorrow night. No biggie.” Jamie remained preoccupied with her doll. 
“Hey, come on,” Rachel continued. 

“But you wanted to go out tonight,” Jamie responded softly. It was clear 
that she was struggling to keep her voice calm. She was holding back tears, 
and being a real trooper at it, too. “It’s my fault you can’t.” 

Rachel had to think of something. Anything. “Well, tonight we’re going 
to do something better. We’re going to go trick-or-treating. How’s that?” 

“I don’t want to.” 

“Okay.” Let’s try something else. “How about I pick you up from school 
this afternoon and we go for ice cream?” 

That did it; Jamie just couldn’t hold back that smile. There was 
something about little kids and ice cream, and Rachel had long since forgot 
what. Maybe it just tasted good. 

“Double scoops?” 

“Double scoops,” Rachel said, and smiled back. Thank God. 

Rachel gave her a big hug within the next instant, just as Sunday 
jumped up onto the bed. He was dying for a little love, too, and Rachel 


obliged him with a little scratch behind his ears. Then she stood up. 
“Come on, kiddo. Let’s get some breakfast.” 


Chapter Six 


Norman Dale had popped a couple of ruby red pill capsules no later 
than five minutes into his lunch break, and here he was, thinking PIl be 
goddamn if this shit’s kicking in and already it’s time to get back to 
rebuilding that busted tranny. 

Rebuilding transmissions was never in Norm’s adult life a problem. 
Right now, the problem was finding his way to it. Until after he’d found 
himself marrying into a family which transplanted him from Chicago to this 
shithole roadside service station in the middle of nowhere, he hadn’t been 
as nearly impressed with any sort of recreational drug. He was halfway into 
the forty-somethings, and he was afraid things were going to be just as 
predictable for him throughout the next half of his life as they’d been today 
and yesterday, and the day before that. 

He was better off single and home, than nowhere and stuck there. 

As he thought this, he decided to make a mental note of it and adopt it 
as a motto. 

A useless motto. 

Damn Glen for being out of weed today was his next thought, as he 
entered the service station’s glass EMPLOYEES ONLY side door and faced 
the mirror above the corner wash area. He took a shop rag from the top of 
the porcelain sink and thumbed it down a rear pants pocket so that it hung 
out halfway. 

If his coworker hadn’t been out of weed, he wouldn’t have had to resort 
to those “mystery pills” he took from him. Norm had no clue what those red 
pills were, nor what to expect from them. They were something new, 
something mysterious, as Glen put it. 

They were kicking in big time. 

He dared not gaze into his mirrored reflection for too long, lest the grey- 
brown hairs on his month’s growth of beard start spreading across the rest 
of his face. 

That was it; he was going to find Glen and march right over to him, tell 
him he’s having an extended lunch break, maybe extend it into tomorrow. 
He’ll apologize, and offer to bring Glen a Big Buster pastrami on rye from 


the other half of his father-inlaw’s desert wilderness empire: the café next 
door. After all, it was Glen who offered him this hallucinatory surprise, and 
it was Glen who therefore had to understand. 

He abandoned the wash area, determined to carry out the proposal. The 
rusty-white Plymouth Belvedere upon his right appeared to melt like warm 
vanilla ice cream as he stepped past it. 

I can do this, he insisted to himself and to the garage door he 
approached. The door was closed and chained down into latches cemented 
into the floor, and as he halted the small rectangular door windows fell 
within his line of sight. 

He peered out one of them. 

He spotted a figure outside, standing between the service pumps. 

He stared. 

The figure looked like amummy. A mummy, dressed in a tattered white 
hospital gown, standing there, staring straight back at him. 

Goddamn Halloween crazies, he muttered aloud, scratching at his own 
wolf man bearded reflection in the glass. 

Another glance at the service pumps revealed the mummy-like figure 
was no longer there. 

Norm turned away. 

A sound distracted him. Something metallic clanked and echoed inside 
the garage like a tin can kicked purposely, and it was at that moment when 
Norm realized the garage had been silent the whole time after he’d returned. 

He focused his gaze on the employee’s side entrance door. It hung open, 
though Norm couldn’t remember if he’d shut it or left it that way. 

Another sound. 

“Hey Norm?” It was Glen’s voice, from the other half of the garage. 
“You there? How ‘bout a nine-sixteenths socket over here?” 

Relieved just then from a feeling of mounting unease, Norm couldn’t 
think enough to summon an answer. He backed away from the garage door, 
trying to refocus on his original plan. A stack of red metal toolbox drawers 
towered between him and the other half of the garage, and he sidestepped to 
avoid its menacing build. 

It wept at him. 

Norm wanted nothing to do with that hallucination, until after his next 
few steps when he found himself face to face with yet another the figure 
he’d spotted at the service pumps outside. 


The shape glared down upon him through thick bandages wrapped 
around its face and head. It was garbed in no more than a generic hospital 
gown, soiled and weathered and torn. The arms at its sides were massive; 
limbs of tissue so hideously scarred that it was a wonder they weren’t 
wrapped in bandages also. His right hand gripped a long, steel rod. 

Norm had time enough to question the reality of the situation, and the 
shape allowed him time. Was this real? 

“Glen, is that you?” 

With a sudden upward thrust of the shape’s arm, Norm’s surreal mental 
trip at once came to an end, and as the shape’s blow thrust him into an 
eternity even more surreal, his final thoughts drifted into a stifled hush: 

I dont have to be stuck in this shithole no more. 

Norman Dale’s body now hung from the top of the steel rod like a flag, 
the toes of his shoes teetering above the cement floor. The rod had impaled 
him upwards through the spot beneath his jaw and above his throat, as far 
into his brain as to play peek-a-boo through his skull out the top of his head. 

The shape lowered the victim and, with the heel of one mud-caked bare 
foot, slid the carnage off the rod. 

“Norm, are you there? Did you hear me?” The shape turned. 

Glen slid out from the underbelly of a station wagon, looked up from 
beneath the front bumper. The shape stepped into view, towering above 
him. It raised the bloody rod for a moment long enough for Glen to let out a 
scream, then plunged it into his lower abdomen. It let go of the rod, stepped 
back in fascination as the service mechanic spasmed and writhed and grew 
still. 

It lifted its gaze to the tow truck resting at the far side of the station 
wagon. It turned, studied the lifeless body at its feet, then turned towards 
the other corpse, eyeing the coveralls the mechanics both wore, sizing them 
up. 

It was time to get busy. 


Chapter Seven 


After driving for a few miles off the interstate, surrounded by nothing 
but desolation as dust and brambles and tumbleweeds rolled in the warm 
breeze as he passed, Doctor Loomis came upon a single roadside gas 
station/cafe. As he pulled up to the unleaded fuel pumps and stepped out of 
the sedan, he discovered that the place was just as desolate and 
weatherworn as the miles of wasteland surrounding him. There didn’t 
appear to be a soul around, and Loomis at first suspected whoever was here 
were all inside, or his presence would summon someone, an attendant most 
likely, and everything would be fine. 

But everything wasn’t fine. He sensed it as soon as his shoes met the 
dusty asphalt. 

Nevertheless, he proceeded to fill the sedan’s tank up with gas. As he 
did, he surveyed the area. Still no one came out to assist him. No one came 


out for any reason. 

There was a vacant lot next door; nothing but a chainlink fence 
surrounding the same desert inside as there was outside. He expected there 
to be a dog of some sort within the boundaries of the fence, but as he gazed 
closer, his eyes momentarily blinded by the sun, he saw nothing. 

Behind him stood a three door mechanic’s garage, one door was open, 
disclosing a racked, weather—beaten blue station wagon, the series of 
rectangular windows on the other doors revealed nothing but darkness. Still, 
there was no movement save for the rustling of papers within the center 
garage, and the steady rap rap rap of what the doctor presumed to be a 
remote screen door on the other side, loosened by the wind. 

The gas pump nozzle clicked off; he was finished pumping gas. The 
meter read nine dollars, and the doctor counted the money within his wallet 
and drew out a ten. He then proceeded toward the open garage. 

Still, there was no one in sight. 

He halted. There was movement now, from behind the station wagon. 

“Hello,” he called out. He waited. 

There was no answer. 

He must have been seeing things within the garage; for as he carefully 
peered inside, he found that no one was there. The wind gently swept 
through the garage’s interior, rustling block and tackle chains hanging to his 
right on a wooden beam. 

“Hello?” he called out again, this time louder. Still not a soul. 

Cautiously, he stepped past the station wagon and into the shadows, 
eyes searching, finding an old, Plymouth Belvedere and a glass doorway at 
the end of a row of tool-lined shelving. 

He called out a third time. “I said, hello. Is there anyone here....?” 

His gaze went to the opening of the garage, out into the area of the 
pumps where his sedan rested. He turned, and suddenly his face knocked 
dead center into dangling human legs and feet. Frantically, Loomis fought 
blindly at whatever was before him, arms waving impulsively, until he 
stumbled back and beheld what was hanging before him. 

It was a body; nude, hanging among block and tackle chains, 
motionless---pale. 

Dear Jesus. 

He stared upon the corpse, himself motionless, stunned---disbelieving. 
There was silence again, silence save for the steady creaking of the wood 


beams from the body’s weight as it slowly rotated above. He turned. There, 
upon the floor, not far away from a rolling red tool chest of drawers, was 
another body, clothed in bloodied mechanic’s coveralls, sprawled as though 
tossed there in a discarded heap. 

Loomis began to regain his footing; he was shaking from the sudden 
shock. He quickly exited the garage and entered through the glass double 
doors of the cafe. A door chime announced his panicked entrance, and he 
wavered over to the edge of the counter, gasping. He found that the diner 
was just as deserted as it had appeared on the outside. There was a long line 
of empty booths and tables, and the counter was empty save for unfinished 
portions of breakfast on white plates. 

People had been there. But what happened to them? Well, that was 
something Loomis intensely feared. 

A Hank Williams tune was sounding forth from an old transistor radio 
behind the counter. Loomis moved forward toward its direction, quietly and 
heedfully. 

“Is anyone here?” 

It took another step for him to see the waitress, stretched out across the 
floor, obviously strangled, cold eyes staring thoughtlessly into nothingness. 

“God in heaven.” 

Loomis stepped back again, his feet faltering and causing him almost to 
stumble backwards, his hand brushing against the cash register at his side. 
The machine clamored, and this startled him even further, causing him to 
jump. His breath was heavy. His hand reached for his chest, his heart 
pounding rapidly, and he felt that at any time it would beat its way out of 
his body, striking the inner reaches of his chest cavity until it was free, 
finally to silence. Another thought: perhaps, at the slightest wrong turn, at 
any given moment, someone else would do it for him. 

Someone he knew. 

Someone he feared. 

Once, five years ago, a patient had become hysterical in a psychiatric 
ward and hurled himself at the doctor. He had no other choice than to use 
his cane in self defense. It had become a sort of impulse. He realized he had 
left his cane within the sedan. No matter. 

In his coat pocket was a gun, a nickel—plated, 9mm Smith and Wesson. 
He pulled it out. For what he was up against, what he feared was still there, 
perhaps in that very diner, he knew that this gun would prove just a useless 


as the cane. His eyes searched for the slightest movement---ears for the 
softest sound. His hands were shaking as he held the gun, unsure as to 
whether he would be quick enough if he came in contact with 

A telephone. There was a telephone under the counter. A trembling hand 
felt for it, his eyes never leaving the area before him. Then he looked down 
and saw to his disappointment that the receiver had been crushed. It was as 
if someone had simply lifted it and broke it within his grasp. 

Dammit! 

Just then, out of the corner of his eye, he thought he saw something. A 
figure. It was standing at the diner’s far end in the shadows. Loomis swung 
around, pointing the gun feverishly. 

There was no one there. 

A door stood opened where he thought the figure had been. There was a 
sign indicating with a red arrow where the restrooms were. Another sign 
indicating public telephones. A silent video game with a cardboard sign 
taped over the coin slots reading OUT OF ORDER. 

Blinking, Loomis crossed over to the open door. Carefully, he peered 
inside and discovered a dimly lit hallway leading into a series of back 
rooms, two of which were marked WOMEN’S and MEN’S. Mounted onto 
the wall across from them to the right were two pay phones, the receivers 
torn away. Frustrated, the doctor turned and stepped back into the main 
room. What he saw then made him freeze. Terrified, he could say nothing; 
he barely let out a single breath, his heart nearly ceased its frantic beating. 

There It was. 

It was just standing there, motionless, occupying the space where the 
body of the strangled waitress lay; where Doctor Loomis had been only a 
few minutes before. Hospital gown now absent, the shape now wore 
mechanic’s coveralls. His face was shadowed, yet Loomis could feel his 
cold gaze---that awful, hideous gaze. 

Loomis held his gun up at eye level, attempting relentlessly to aim, his 
finger trembling against the trigger, his arms far from rigid. 

Silence. 

Then, finally, Loomis spoke. “Why now? No answer. 


Loomis continued, a nervousness in his voice. “You’ve waited ten years. I 
told them to let you burn. I knew this day would come.” 


The shape stood, remaining there, silent and still. The diner was so 
incredibly tomblike at that moment that the doctor could detect the figure’s 
steady, oppressive breathing, even from his distance. 

“Don’t go to Haddonfield,” Loomis demanded, lowering his gun. “If 
you want another victim, take me. But leave those people in peace.” 

Yet another moment of silence. Then, finally the dark shape turned and 
walked away toward the door of the kitchen. 

At once, Loomis again raised his gun. “Goddamn you, Michael!” 

The overwhelming silence of the diner was now interrupted by the 
booming thunder of three rapid shots. Michael was down, fallen behind the 
counter. 

Loomis waited. 

Nothing. 

Quickly, he raced over to the counter. Brushing aside dishes and 
glassware, he cautiously leaned over the side. 

Michael was gone; there was only the body of the waitress. 

His first impulse was to continue into the kitchen itself, as this was the 
only direction Michael would have gone to. Still, he would have heard 
something; a shuffling, perhaps. It was as if the thing could disappear and 
reappear at will; as if he were a ghost. But the bodies were evidence he was 
no ghost. His second impulse was simply to turn and get the hell out of 
there, and he did so without further hesitation. 

Outside in the warm breeze, he walked across the dusty expanse, the 
sounds of his soles on grit echoing throughout until they met the asphalt 
across which stood the service pumps and his sedan. His eyes scanned 
around, behind him and to his sides, expecting to see something, waiting for 
something to happen. The mechanic’s garage was nothing but a shadowy 
cavern. Thoughts swept through Loomis’ mind, making him paranoid to his 
circumstances. The figure could suddenly appear from the mouth of the 
garage, or surprise him from behind. What a wonderful trickor-treat that 
would prove to be. Or he could be--- did he leave his car unlocked? Yes, of 
course he did. As he drew closer to it, he slowly raised his gun, knowing, 
however, it would most likely do him no good. 

Suddenly there was a sound; it came from behind him. It was the sound 
of a car door slamming. He turned. It came from the garage, echoing, 
ringing in his ear, then---silence. 


“Michael!” he called out amidst the quiet. His voice joined the echo of 
the car door in a reverberating dance with the flurry of the wind. His gaze 
went to the side of the building, the space between the chain link fence. 

Suddenly, Loomis pivoted back to the front of the garage as the 
boisterous sounds of a truck engine emanated from within garage on the 
right. Loomis plummeted out of the way as the tow truck burst through the 
closed door of the far left garage. Glass and wood splinters flew in the 
truck’s wake, taking to the air and hurdling in every direction, some soaring 
into the doctor’s side, sending him headfirst into the gravel in a space near 
the chain link fence. 

There was no time to lie there. There was no time to be stunned like a 
rabbit in shock. The doctor scrambled to his feet and ran, just as the truck 
thunderously collided into the station’s fuel pumps and in turn crashing into 
the Ridgemont sedan, octane spewing forth from all directions, sparks 
spreading through the air like fireworks. Occasionally turning back to 
witness the violent swamp of flames, Loomis continued to run. Suddenly 
the pumps explode into a brilliant, burning flash of black and luminous 
orange, flames scorching and consuming the ruptured housing of the garage 
and adjoining diner. In turn, underground tanks began to detonate, the 
destruction rocking the surrounding ground. The sedan burst into flames. 

Loomis fell to his knees. He gazed up in the direction of the catastrophe, 
an arm flung helplessly against the brilliant flashes, shielding his eyes; he 
attempted to shut himself out from the deafening flame roar and the 
concussive explosions shattering the remainder of the diner, first blowing 
out the windows, then in turn bringing the entire foundation to instant ruin. 
Meteors of wood showered in fragments around him, and he managed a 
feeble barrier around his head and face with his coat. He then brought the 
coat down from his eyes, his face pasty white with fear. Intense fear. His 
body racked with shivers. Suddenly he was no longer bent over in the 
dust.... 

....e was no longer bent over... 

....there was no longer any dust.... 

.... there was just simply... 

Flames, intense, burning flames.... 

....and he could smell the charred flesh his own charred flesh, 
as the men in long heavy coats surrounded him, working over heaps of fire, 
and for a moment he swore he was 


In hell. Oh, Jesus. Oh, God. I’m in hell....in hell.... 

„and as they pulled him out, he was still burning, helplessly 
burning 

...and then he was back again, back within the surrounding dust and 
debris, but he could still hear voices. At first he could not recognize the 
voices, but then his mind somehow blotted out the rest, and he could here 
something familiar, something crying out relentlessly... 

......dont save him, for chrissakes, don't. 

And he realized to his horror that it was his voice he was hearing, his 
voice long ago; his memories, distant and remote. 

But the flames were there, the flames of the present; the dust was there, 
staining his face and hands. Yards away, a telephone line junction pole 
burned, its base shattered by the explosion. Suddenly, the entire pole 
toppled over, away from the exhausted and terrified doctor. Phone lines 
began to rip loose and dangle, spurts of electricity danced and quivered on 
asphalt and gravel. 

The tow truck was nowhere in sight; but for that matter, Loomis didn’t 
bother to look. He knew where It was headed. He knew what would happen 
tonight. 

As he sat up, he rubbed his eyes from the momentary blindness caused 
by the intensity of the burning fumes and the smoke. Then he stood up. 
Determined, he walked on in the direction of Haddonfield. 

He knew what he must do. He knew what someone must do. Anyone. 
For if the police and the people from Smith’s Grove or Ridgemont do 
nothing, blinded by their own absurdities and their own discernment, the 
town of Haddonfield would see a horror the likes of which no one had even 
seen in ten years, because this time the horror would be much greater. 

Michael Myers would return to his home town. 

And tonight, this night, was Halloween. 


Chapter Eight 


A bell sounded the anticipated ending of another tedious day of 
elementary school, and the many anxious children rushed from their 
classrooms and flooded the hallways with their presences and their shouts 
of laughter. They knew it was Halloween, and they knew that tonight they 
would once again get their bagfulls of candy and neat-to-eat treats. They 
should be anxious; for this occasion only comes once a year to those 
fortunate enough to have costumes and participate in such a festive time of 
year. 

Jamie, however, actually was fortunate, for every little tike her age who 
resided in Haddonfield had fortunate families to come home to. She just 
looked---well, she looked odd, being the only child in school without a 
Halloween costume to show off to her fellow classmates. Everyone else had 
some sort of outlandish costume; rarely did she spot someone with 
something ordinary or simple. Most every child had a parent who was 
virtually an expert with needle and thread, or had a few extra bucks to 
spend for that extra set of clown shoes or those furry, floppy ears to make 
that Cocker Spaniel outfit look just right. 


But nooo, Jamie didn’t have a costume on, not so much as a mask, and 
it wasn’t because her parents were poor or her mother didn’t have time to 
sew anything together. It was simply because she didn’t want one. 

Now, there wasn’t a sin in that; it wasn’t a crime. But every other kid 
seemed to think so. Even that bratty little kid Kyle, the one with the clown 
suit with those stupid floppy shoes (couldn’t he trip in shoes like that?), had 
to make her feel like she was committing a crime, and a real nasty one at 
that. 

“Hey Jamie, where’s your costume?” 

She was just passing the playground, right near the monkey bars, on her 
way through the grass and headed out the chain link gate to the outside 
walkway. She turned and saw him. He was with a small band of cohorts and 
peers, and kids who simply came to watch little Jamie cry. It was like that, 
almost always. Almost. 

Yet another kid: “Where’s your mask? Or are you wearing it?” 

That was it; Jamie had to speak. “I don’t need to wear a stupid 
costume.” 

Kyle teased, “That’s because every day is Halloween at Jamie’s house. 
Right, Jamie? Cause your uncle’s the Boogeyman. Right, Jamie? Right, 
Jamie? Your uncle’s the Boogeyman!” 

In some ways, it was funny, all of them, dressed as clowns and bears 
and ghosts and buffalo, spacemen with ray guns and girls with little 
aluminum foil fairy wings. But to a little girl of six, it seemed like an 
abstract nightmare. 

They all surrounded Jamie, resembling a childish imitation of a police 
brigade, except that she didn’t feel threatened by their presence as much as 
the words they chanted, repeating Boogeyman, Boogeyman, Jamie’s uncle’s 
the Boogeyman. 

Boogeyman, Boogeyman JAMIE’S UNCLE’S THE BOOGEYMAN. 
BOOGEYMAN. 

Then another girl spoke out amongst them, “How come your mommy 
didn’t make you a costume, Jamie????” 

“How could she?” another boy responded. “Her mommy’s dead!” 

Suddenly the boy flashed a rubber skeleton straight into Jamie’s face. At 
first she thought he was about to knock her down with it. 

“Jamie’s mommy’s a mummy,” Kyle continued to tease. 


Impulsively, Jamie pushed her way through the band of children and 
managed to succeed in getting away from them. They began to chant once 
more. 


An orphan! 

As the little girl stumbled her way through the remainder of the 
playground, her self-control gone wild as she sobbed and cried, she barely 
heard the rest of what they were saying, and didn’t care who said it. 

GO LIVE WITH YOUR BOOGEYMAN UNCLE, JAMIE. WHEN 
YOU GROW UP, YOU CAN BE JUST LIKE HIM!! 

And, between her sobbing, Jamie cried back, unaware that they could 
not hear her, “Stop it. Please, please stop it.” 

She continued to run. She ran out the gate, to the walkway and down a 
narrow asphalt driveway past a few parked cars, a parked stationwagon and 
out onto the neighborhood sidewalk, out of the sight of her tormentors. Had 
they followed? She turned, but could see no one. She hurried towards a 
patch of grass in front of a large home, and leaned against the maple tree 
there, exhausted and frightened. She tried to compose herself, as her mother 
taught her to do before she 

Her real mother. 

She tried to force those thoughts from her head, from her memory, and, 
very slowly, she managed to succeed as best as she could. She told herself 
to be calm. Just be calm. Everything will be all right. 

There it went again, the voice of her mother. The voice of Laurie 
Strode. It was useless. 

She wiped the tears from her eyes, sniffing, and as she did so she began 
walking again. It didn’t matter where she walked; all that truly mattered was 
the distance she put between her and those children somewhere behind her. 
Just to be sure, she glanced behind her again. No, they weren’t there. But 
they would eventually show if she remained. 

She continued walking, past driveways and green lawns littered with 
deadened leaves, past other children engaged in eating some early 
Halloween candy and giggling to themselves about some inane joke. 

Just then a dark brown sedan pulled up in front of her as she approached 
a remote intersection, the driver rolling down her window. Jamie thought 
she recognized this girl, and then Rachel leaned over the driver and began 
to wave. 


“Hi, Jamie!” 

Surprised, Jamie stepped over to the car. Rachel immediately sensed 
something immediately in the girl’s eyes and stepped out of the car, coming 
around the front and walking up to her. The closer she came, the more 
obvious were Jamie’s tear reddened eyes. 

“Jamie,” she asked, concerned, “are you okay?” Jamie forced a smile. 
“Yeah, I’m.....” 

For the moment, Rachel seemed to accept Jamie’s halting answer and 
took her hand. Together, they hopped inside the sedan, Jamie squeezed 
between the two teenagers. The girl at the steering wheel pulled the car 
away from the curb. 

“Jamie,” Rachel said, referring to the other girl, “you remember 
Lyndsey, don’t you?” 

Lyndsey glanced down at the little girl. “Hi, Jamie.” 

“Hi,” Jamie said back, shyly. 

“Well, kiddo,” Rachel asked her. “You ready for some ice cream?” 

“I want to get a costume and go trick-ortreating like the other kids,” she 
replied. 

Rachel was half—stunned; pleasantly surprised. “But I thought you 
didn’t want to go trickor-treating.” 

Jamie said, nearly pleading, “Can’t a girl change her mind?” 

Lyndsey let out a brief chuckle. 

Rachel smiled and accompanied Lyndsey with giggles of her own, 
inching towards the little girl. “I guess she can if she’s as cute and ticklish 
as you are!” 

And with that, Rachel’s fingers managed to catch her foster sister’s 
underarms and began to fiendishly tickle, while Jamie squealed and 
squirmed in her seat. 

Among the childish uproar, and after a few final giggles from herself, 
Lyndsey spoke up casually as she made a left—hand turn at the following 
intersection, “You know, Rach, the discount Mart’s having a sale on 
Halloween costumes.” 

Sly, Lynd, real sly. 

“Brady’s working there today till six o’clock,” Rachel told her, knowing 
that was the reason behind the suggestion. 

“I know,” Lyndsey said, confirming Rachel’s thoughts. “Don’t you want 
to talk to him?” 


Yes you do, Rach. You gotta admit it. 

“I don’t want to look pushy,” she replied. “You won’t look pushy.” 

“I don’t want to come on too strong,” she said. “Guys hate girls who 
come on too strong. Fragile egos and all that.” 

“You won’t come on too strong,” Lyndsey repeated. 

“I don’t want to seem desperate or anything.” “Face it, Rach. You are 
desperate.” 

Right you are. It can’t be denied. The way Lyndsey glanced at her 
helped to apply the conviction. 

“No, seriously,” Lyndsey continued. “You’re just going in to buy a 
costume for Jamie. Perfectly legit.” 

Rachel sighed. “I don’t know....” 

Lyndsey impatiently awaited a definite answer. “Well, do I drop you at 
the Discount Mart, or do I drop you off at the Dairy Queen? Which is it?” 

Rachel realized she must first ask the girl who actually started the whole 
predicament. “Jamie....?” 

“The Discount Mart,” Jamie said. Then, “Can we get ice cream after?” 

“You bet,” Rachel said. 

Another turn to the left, and the sedan went in the direction of a series 
of apartments, after which was a shopping district. 

They didn’t notice the tow truck idling at the intersection a block away. 


Chapter Nine 


It was afternoon and it was hot. To Doctor Loomis it was hotter as hell 
compared to before, with the exception of the magnitude of temperature in 
what he had witnessed earlier that morning. 

He had been out there---what was it---five, maybe six hours? He had 
lost track of the time, merely guessing at when he departed from the 
smoldering station and diner. He was walking up the road in the breakdown 
lane, and he realized as he went that if he kept an even, languid pace, he 
seemed to be all right; if he walked too fast, he would stagger and fall. He 


found that out the hard way a few miles back, when he staggered and hit his 
head on the asphalt. No damage done, though. At least none that he knew 
of. Hell, he’d been through worse. 

The distant sound of a motor engine. He turned and spotted the station 
wagon; yes, it was a beige station wagon, and there appeared to be a family 
inside, a family with children. They looked like the kind of people who 
would help a desperate man in the middle of scorching desert. He could 
now cast aside his fear of being picked up by a gay rapist or a drug dealer 
ex—con. 

He held out his thumb. It didn’t look like the station wagon was going 
to stop. 

It didn’t. 

Well, so much for that. 

He came across a road sign: 

EATON, Ill. 59mi. 
HADDOMFIELD, Ill. 9mi. 

Suddenly, another car engine echoed down the road; the engine of a red 
and white convertible. This time, this car slowed, veering over to the 
shoulder about fifty feet ahead. The car was filled with teenagers, and from 
the looks of them they were returning from a high school football game. 
Two girls, cheerleaders complete in skimpy yellow and black outfits with 
megaphone patches across their chests began to wave him towards the car. 

Thank God. 

“Thank you,” Loomis called out to them, trotting towards the vehicle, 
“_..thank you for stopping....” 

Just as he came up to the car, barely close enough to touch it, the rear 
wheels began to spin, propelling a roostertail of dust into the air around the 
doctor. The teenagers gave a hearty laugh as they proceeded up the road a 
short distance, then they swerved to the right and the vehicle halted again 
momentarily, leaving a trail of scorching tire marks upon the road. The car 
faced him sideways, encompassing both lanes of the highway. Someone 
struggled with his clothing in the back seat, and in the next moment a 
couple of pasty white bare naked ass cheeks hung out into the open air. The 
car then drove away, off and into the distance like a bat out of hell. Loomis 
was left alone, angrily beating the dirt from his clothes and the coat he 
carried in one arm. 


As he looked up the road he noticed what appeared to be a beat-up old 
pick-up waiting in the center of the asphalt up ahead. An older man lifted 
his head out from the driver’s side window and yelled to him. 

“Get it in gear, old man, I ain’t got till Judgment Day. An’ my ass is 
stayin’ smack down on this seat where it belongs.” 

Loomis approached the vehicle, walking a bit too fast and almost 
staggering, until he came up to the passenger’s side, opened it, and climbed 
inside. 

“Thank you,” he told him gratefully, panting, still unconsciously wiping 
dust from his shirt. 

“Anything for a fellow pilgrim,” the old man replied. “We’re all on a 
quest. Sometimes we need help getting where we got to be. Milk Dud?” 

“Excuse me?” Loomis saw the small yellow box on the man’s 
dashboard, and shook his head politely. 

Occasionally, Loomis would glance at the old man, each glance 
revealing something different and curious. He appeared to be in his late 
sixties, with wheat textured tufts of whiskers and scalp hair. The man wore 
a preacher’s collar around his neck, and he was holding a fifth of corn 
whiskey in each hand, one appearing as if he were on the verge of spilling it 
as he steered. And his name was ” 

“Jack Sayer. Just a pilgrim trodding this here Earth in the guise of an old 
country preacher tryin’ to save a few poor damn bastards from takin’ a dive 
into hell. And you?” 

“Uh, Loomis. Doctor Sam Loomis.” 

Sayer motioned to shake his hand, then declined, not knowing where to 
rest the corn whiskey. Loomis felt slightly uncomfortable, and at first he 
feared the man would run the truck off the road at any moment; but it was a 
fear that subsided as the miles steadily went by. The man was definitely a 
preacher. A crucifix hung from his rear view mirror like a guardian angel. 
Dangling by invisible fishing line, it appeared to be floating there rather 
than hanging suspended. There was a Gideon bible on the dashboard near a 
small box of tissues and the Milk Duds. 

A moment of quiet passed, the man apparently in thought. Then, “Yeah, 
you’re huntin’ It all right. Just like me.” 

Loomis looked at him. “What are you hunting, Mister Sayer?” 

“Apocalypse. End of the world. Armageddon. It’s always got a face and 
a name.” He took a slow, easy drink of his whiskey. “Been huntin’ the 


bastard for thirty years give or take. Come close a time or two. Too damn 
close.” 

Loomis studied Sayer for a second, detecting a certain sincere firmness 
in his voice. Sayer glanced back at him, and in his long glance he appeared 
sober as ajudge. 

Then Sayer said to him, “Can’t kill damnation, mister. It don’t die like a 
man dies.” 

“T know,” Loomis told him, speaking from experience. 

“You’re a pilgrim,” Sayer said. “I seen it in your face back there in the 
dust. I seen it clear as breasts and blue suede shoes. Drink?” 

At first the doctor’s impulse was to decline, then, he figured, on second 
thought, he might as well. Jack Sayer handed him one of his fifths, and, 
hesitatingly, he managed a sip. The old man then flipped on the A.M. radio 
to an all gospel station and began to sing along with an unseen choir at the 
top of his lungs, proudly but off key. 

When the roll.......is called up yonder, when the roll...is called up 
yonder, when the roll is called up yonder, when the roll is called up yonder 
PIl be there... 

Loomis gazed out the window, his thoughts wandering while the old 
man missed all the right notes. 


Chapter Ten 


Doctor Hoffman had been dialing his desk phone for centuries. At least, 
it certainly seemed like that long. He sat there, in his office, and he knew he 
had much paperwork to get finished for the next day: reports; receipts for 
new equipment needed to be handled, there were some tax papers needing 
to be looked at, and on top of it all he had personal business to attend to, all 
sorts of bullshit. But, try as he did, he could not mange to get his mind in 
focus. It was because of that damn Loomis. He hadn’t heard from Loomis 
all day, and he had urgently called Haddonfield time and time again 
throughout the day, calling and fidgeting with his papers, calling and 
fidgeting. 

But all he got was nothing. 

Absolutely nothing. 

His patience wearing thin, he tried once more. One final time. 
Frustrated, he listened to the same automatic voice reciting the same 
automatic lines from the same accursed monotone female voice: 

“We’re sorry, your call did not go through...... 4 

He slammed the receiver down onto its cradle. Then he decided to dial 
the operator. 

“Yes, operator, I’ve been trying to reach the police in Haddonfield off 
and on all day, and now it’s become quite urgent.....” 

“I’m sorry,” the voice rang through the receiver, and it actually sounded 
like the same recorded monotone female, “we’re experiencing technical 


problems along our long distance lines.” 

“This is an emergency!” 

“I suggest you try your call again in an hour. Thank you for dialing 
AT&E. By the way, are you familiar with our new state-to-state long 
distance daytime services? For only ten cents a minute ” 

Infuriated, the doctor slammed down the receiver once more, this time 
shoving the phone from his desk and onto the floor with a clang. 

“Damn you, Loomis,” he cursed. “Why did you have to be right?” 


Chapter Eleven 


“Make your move, Wade,” Brady told him, provokingly. 


Wade was hesitant. Actually, it was more than that; Wade was nervously 
hesitant. There was a difference. Looking back upon his friends with the 
distinct expression of someone asked to strip down to his balls in the center 
of the parking lot, he responded, “Don’t rush me, Brady. The timing’s got to 
be primo.” 

Brady stood there in his dark blue sales clerk smock with his two 
friends, Wade and Tommy, conversing with them from behind a service 
counter. It was usual for them to visit him this time of day, and at times he 
thought it a bit weird for them to come into the store to talk to him only an 
hour after he started. But his boss didn’t seem to mind, because it was at 
this particular time when business was slow, and he didn’t have any other 
work to do, anyway. Besides, he was a sales clerk, and not a stock boy. 

Then again, there was Kelly, who happened to be a sales clerk also (and 
an extremely attractive one at that), and she was busy at work stocking a 
series of racks with batteries two aisles down from a display of cheapo, 
half-priced watches. Nevertheless, since Brady had nothing whatsoever to 
do at the moment, he had taken up conversation with Wade and Tommy, the 
two eggheads that were always hot over Kelly. Perhaps that was why they 
always showed up at that time; not to see their good friend Brady, but to see 
the eighteen-yearold with the big batteries. 

Wade didn’t like to be rushed with these matters. Of course he wanted 
to ask Kelly out. What guy his age in their right mind wouldn’t? A fool, that 
was for sure. A damn fool. But Wade was no damn fool; he just need time. 
Tommy and Brady both just couldn’t seem to understand that, and both of 
them had better chances at her than he did. Hell, plenty of girls eyed Brady 
every day, with his cute features. Come on, Wade, admit it. Brady was cute 
and ol’ Wade just wasnt. He hated that word, CUTE. It was something girls 
had an affinity for. That word. 

Then again, maybe he hated that word because nobody ever said that 
about him. 

He looked at Brady, irascibly. “I don’t see you asking her out. You got 
the best chance.” 

“You’re the jock,” Brady responded. 

Yes, it was true, Wade was a jock, but buff guys in the world of jocks do 
not necessarily have tickets to the Game of Getting Women. Well, Wade 
wasn’t an unattractive jock. 

“Jock itch, maybe,” Tommy jested. 


Wade resented that. “Shut up, assface.” 

Tommy continued, “You don’t have the guts God gave a cockroach and 
you know it.” 

“Don’t bet on it,” Wade said back. 

It was Brady’s turn. “Money talks, Wade. Bullshit walks.” 

There we go: Tommy’s digging in his pocket for money again. He’s 
always one for bets. 

Tommy slammed a ten—dollar bill down onto the service counter. 
“Double or nothing you won’t ask Kelly out.” 

And he saw in his eyes that Wade was actually going to go through with 
it. 

“Don’t forget,’ Brady warned, “she’s Sheriff Meeker’s daughter. 
Remember Reed Collins?” 

“Yeah,” Tommy recalled. “Meeker made Reed wear his balls for a 
bowtie.” 

Wade was going to go through with it. He dug from his pocket a wad of 
bills, counted out ten ones, and placed them on the counter on top of 
Tommy’s ten. 

“Sheriff don’t scare me,” he declared. “I’m gonna nail his little girl right 
in the trophy room of that big old white elephant of a house.” 

“Screw you,” Tommy taunted. 

And, as if to say the same, Wade walked down past the rest of the 
counters, turned, and advanced toward Kelly. She was still in the process of 
placing the batteries on the racks; she had started with the top row and 
worked her way to the bottom. As Wade approached she proceeded to do 
the bottom row, bending over, unknowingly inviting his hormones to react 
deliciously. 

Wade slowed. 

Her clothes were just tight enough, her body was sooo firm, and in all 
the right places. 

Wade stood there, having inched his way closer. He didn’t bother to pull 
a glance at his friends, who were undoubtedly cracking jokes to themselves. 
They were just secretly jealous. 

The young woman still didn’t notice him; he certainly noticed her. 

He cleared his throat. 

“Nice try, Wade,” she said, not looking up. Wade was stunned. 


Finally, she did look up, a consoling smile across her face. Maybe she 
pitied him. “But the answer’s no. Sorry.” 

She returned to her work as if nothing happened. 

Damn! 

Wade turned and proceeded sheepishly towards the service counter once 
again, not wanting to have to face his so—called friends. He could see them 
laughing; hear their tormenting remarks. Being seventeen years old and 
with no girlfriend certainly sucked. 

Tommy, of course, was the first one to speak. “You really nailed her.” 

“The timing was primo, man,” Brady added. Wade resented that. “Shut 
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up. 

Just then, Brady spotted something beyond Tommy, who was beginning 
to bicker with Wade about who actually got the bet money. I did ask her, 
you idiot, Wade would say; but you didn’t get anywhere, would be Tommy’s 
reply. 

But Brady was beyond them now, and he gave a look of surprise as his 
met Rachel’s coy smile. She had entered the store with her foster sister, 
Jamie. 

“I thought I was picking you up?” he said. 

Rachel told him casually, “Jamie needs a Halloween costume.” 

“End of aisle A,” Brady directed. “Those are the best in the store. 
Actually, just about the best in any store here.” 

Jamie tugged at Rachel’s belt. “Come look with me, Rachel.” 

“In a second,” Rachel told her. Then she said to Brady, bluntly, “We 
have to talk.” 

“Sure,” Brady blinked. “About what?” 

Brady and Rachel separated themselves from Jamie, and Jamie took this 
as a hint to go look at the costumes by herself. Actually, she’d much rather 
prefer Rachel’s company, but she was delighted just the same to get to 
where she wanted, passing Wade and Tommy who were adjourning to the 
magazine racks, past rows of bagged candy and boxed chocolate bars; she 
turned to the aisle over which hung a large red “A”, and entered. There they 
were, to the left and to the right of her, oodles upon oodles of them: 
Halloween costumes and cool stuff of the celebrated season. 

Tons of it. Loads of it. Masks and capes and clown noses and clown 
wigs. Cardboard skeletons, vampire teeth and tubes of fake vampire blood, 
rubber witches on brooms, and, as she walked further on, there were entire 


outfits with colorful arrangements of plastic masks with rubber bands, latex 
head huggers and thin, plastic body suits. 
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Brady led Rachel to an aisle on the far side of the store where there 
were no customers or employees, and it was there they commenced with 
whatever conversation Rachel was going to begin. 

Instead of conversation, Brady slowly pulled Rachel close and into a 
tender kiss; warm, compassionate. And she accepted this kiss fully, 
embracing. But this was no time to remain passionate. Not now. Rachel 
broke away. 

Brady knew what was to happen next. “It’s about tonight.” 

It was time to talk, regretfully. 

“My parents’ babysitter cancelled,” she admitted, not wanting to. 

“So?” 

“So, I have to watch Jamie tonight.” 

Now he was upset. “And yov’re just telling me now. Christ, it’s after 
five o’clock! Why in the hell didn’t you call earlier?” 

Rachel was upset right along with him, knowing he would be this way. 
But, unlike him, she held it all in. Or, at least, she tried to. “Don’t get 
angry.” 

“Pm not angry!” he half-yelled. Then, finally, he did manage to 
compose himself. “Why don’t I come over after Jamie goes to bed?” 

“My parents won’t be home.” 

“Good.” 

After a moment, after Rachel had time to swallow this idea, she became 
tense, uncomfortable. “I don’t know, Brady. My parents ” 

Exhaling frustration, Brady turned to get back to whatever work he was 
doing. As he did so, he spotted Kelly at the end of the aisle. She’d been 
watching them, maybe even listening, and offered him an alluring smile 
before she disappeared down the way. Just then, something echoed through 
his mind; something Wade had said. 

I don’t see you asking her out. You got the best chance. 

No. There was Rachel. 

But you got the best chance 

But then, perhaps by his will, the voice faded. 
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Jamie stood at the rack of costumes, looking each one over carefully. 
Well, almost each one; there were so many. 

There, she thought, this one.....I like this one. 

Beyond the wolf man, between the Casper and the Ronald Reagan, was 
a clown outfit. She pulled it out. 

There was something interesting about this particular clown suit; 
something reminiscent. 

Something vaguely familiar. It was red on one side and silvery white on 
the other, pompom-like buttons trailing down the middle and voluminous, 
white nylon ruffles about the collar. Removing it from its hanger, she 
looked around for a mirror. There was one down the way near the wall. She 
walked up to it and stood there, holding the costume out before her at first, 
admiring it. 

“Rachel,” she called out, “I found the perfect costume. Come see.” 

She held the clown costume up to herself and gazed into the mirror, 
imagining how nice it would be, how splendid it would look when she wore 
it. Then Kyle and the other kids wouldn’t talk; they would see how 
wonderful her new clown costume was, and they wouldn’t say anything. 
They would just leave her alone, for once. Perhaps they wouldn’t even 
recognize her in this outfit, partly because they wouldn’t even expect her to 
be wearing one, so they wouldn’t mention Uncle Michael, too. They 
wouldn’t say anything about 

Oh my God. 

Her reflection in the mirror had changed. What this an illusion? Yes; 
now it was gone. She thought for a moment that she was no longer gazing 
into the mirror at herself. It was the image of a boy a boy wearing her 
clown costume. He had a knife, a butcher knife, and he he was grinning 
back at her, grinning mindlessly, as if there were no real thoughts behind 
that grin; as if the grinning were only a reflex from the evil.... 

Startled, Jamie blinked and stepped away from the mirror, unbelieving. 
Alarmed, she turned and began to run, but the legs of the shape she thudded 
into made her halt. She gazed up to his face at the precise moment the dark 
figure slipped a pasty white Halloween mask over his features. 

She was stunned, and for a second her mind was having difficulty 
perceiving. “Uncle Michael?” 

Silently tilting his head downwards, the shape’s bulky hands came 
together and started for her. Once again she turned, slamming head-first into 


the mirror behind her. The mirror shattered, perhaps knocking her senses 
back into reality, a reality where she knew this was actually happening, that 
somehow, by some means she knew only within the boundaries of 
nightmares, her uncle was truly there and was truly attempting to take her 
life. She screamed. Splintered shards crashed and spun across the hard tile 
floor, and she nearly slipped on them; and had she attempted to run any 
further she most likely would have, except she now saw Rachel and Brady. 
They were running up to her from the other end of the aisle. She hadn’t 
realized it just then, but she hadn’t seen Rachel ever look so seriously 
worried. 

The two ran for each other, Rachel knocking over a rack of children’s 
books in the process. Rachel grabbed her foster sister and held her close, 
feeling her tremble in her arms. 

“Jamie,” she said, “what happened?” 

Jamie began to sob weakly. “It was the nightmare man.” 

“What?” 

“He’s....... he’s come to get me, Rachel.” 

Brady stood there, not knowing what to do. He was soon joined by his 
two friends, who gazed around at the shattered glass. 

“Shhhhh,” Rachel consoled her. “You’re okay. You probably saw a 
mask and it scared you. At least you’re not cut.” She double—checked 
Jamie’s features to make sure. Then, satisfied, “Come on, let’s go home.” 

“You said ice cream,” Jamie said, rubbing her eyes innocently. 

“Ice cream,” she remembered, “I didn’t forget.” “Busted mirror,” Wade 
commented. “Seven years bad luck.” 

“Shut up, butthead,” Tommy said. 

And as they began to escort the two girls out to the front of the store, 
none of them saw the shape, his reflections staring blankly from the dozens 
of shards of glass amidst the masks and some stray children’s books. 
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“Better?” Rachel asked Jamie. 

“Yeah.” 

The sun prepared to set upon the two girls strolling down the sidewalk; 
they each carried double- scoop cones of ice cream, their long shadows 
accompanying them as they went. 

“Ready for tonight? Rachel said. 

Jamie smiled expectantly. “I'll get lots of candy?” 


“Lots,” she answered. “But let Mom go through it first. Sometimes 
people play mean tricks on kids.” “Your mom’s real nice, Rachel.” 

“She’s your mom, too. And pretty soon, who knows, maybe my 
parents’!l make it legal.” 

Casually and happily, Jamie continued to lick her cone until she caught 
sight of something ahead suddenly, and she froze in her tracks. 

Up at the end of the block, standing partially within the shade of the tree 
on the front lawn of the corner house, was the Shape, the dark man; the one 
she ran into unexpectedly at the Discount Mart. The one she didn’t quite 
frankly want to run into ever again. 

It was the nightmare man. 

It was Uncle Michael. 

Rachel turned and looked at her. “What’s the matter?” 

“Tt’s him,” Jamie all but whispered. 

Rachel was confused. “Who?” 

She turned only to see an empty distant shadow beside the corner house. 
At least, that was where Jamie seemed to be casting her fearful gaze. Rachel 
looked around; there were only a few children Jamie’s age walking on the 
opposite side of the street, and a Plymouth passed them by. 

Nothing more. 

“The nightmare man,” Jamie answered, still staring. There was this 
distant, far-away stare deep within her eyes, as if she were entranced; 
Rachel also noticed a certain shade of terror within that look. Or was it 
momentary shock? Regardless, Rachel was concerned. “He was next to that 
house.” 

There was no one there now. 

“T’ll go look, okay?” Rachel told her, to which the little girl didn’t at 
first reply. 

Then, as Rachel proceeded to walk over to the shadows, Jamie cried out 
diffidently, “Rachel. Don’t.” 

But Rachel continued; and as she did so, she stepped around the edge of 
the corner house and out of view. 

Long seconds passed; too long for Jamie. Her worry ached within her, 
growing into an irrepressible panic. 

Now, Rachel had joined the shape’s absence. “Rachel?” Jamie called 
out. 

Nothing. 


“Rachel!” she repeated, yelling. 

Her ice cream cone slipped from her fingers and dropped upside down 
on the sidewalk. She ran--- ran to the front lawn of the house at the corner, 
ran right through the shade of the tree, crushing multitudinous fallen leaves, 
stamping through a wide river of water formed by a water hose stretched 
across the darkened grass---ran until she arrived at the other side. 

No Rachel. 

There was a white wooden fence that ran along the edge of the house 
until it gave way to a separate wall crawling with English ivy. She again 
called out for her foster sister. 

“Rachel, are you all right?” 

And around the other side of the ivy covered wall, a middle-aged 
German Shepherd, startled, began to lunge at her; held back only by the 
length of its chain. Jamie jumped backwards as the dog barked and snarled 
backed right up into a figure. 

She screamed. 

“No nightmare man,” Rachel told her. “Just your imagination.” 


Chapter Twelve 


Twilight rose with the new moon and cast its dim light upon the first 
evening trick—or—treaters on their quest for the very things their mothers 
had always said would make their teeth fall out. At times, one could see 
some of these very mothers accompanying their children out on the night 
time sidewalks, but for the most part, a majority of the children’s overseers 
were fathers or big brothers and sisters. 

The tranquil silence of Autumn gave way to an evening of festivity, a 
tradition the likes of which Haddonfield, along with the rest of the country, 
had seen year after anticipated year. Actually, however, no one really 
anticipated Halloween; at least not as much as most other holidays. 
Halloween just arrived. Sure, as the days grew closer to October 31st, the 
children grew more excited and the parents made ready the costumes and 
the churches began to spread flyers about their Fall festivals and hay rides, 
but it just seemed to come natural. Not like Christmas, surrounded by all the 


hustle and bustle of shopping and tree decorating and whatnot. Then again, 
Halloween, when it finally arrived, did have its own, very unique magical 
properties as do all holidays. Tonight was no exception to that magic. 

But sometimes that magic can be deadly. 

He was watching. He was watching those children, watching as they 
strode from house to house with their plastic bags or papers bags or plastic 
jack-olanterns. He saw how protecting their guardians were; their mothers 
or fathers, friends or relatives making sure they got their kids back from 
each stop, keeping them all out of trouble. 

They did not see him; he stood perfectly still, like the Caruthers’ willow 
tree beside him. If anyone did see him, they must have paid no attention to 
him. It was Halloween, and strange sights or absurdities were overlooked 
tonight. Besides, how absurd can a simple man in a mask standing beside a 
tree be? But standing within the shadows as he was, one terrible aspect was 
certain: he could see them better than they could see him. 

He was no longer beneath the willow. He reappeared now beside the 
Caruthers’ kitchen window, gazing inside, upon the teenage girl clearing a 
table full of the evening’s dinner dishes. And there was the little girl; she 
was helping the older one by stacking the rinsed plates inside the 
dishwasher. 

Darlene and Richard entered the kitchen, and Rachel was the first one to 
see them garbed in their party outfits. They looked splendid, Rachel 
thought.....Dad in his tux and Mom in pink and white ruffled froufrou dress. 
They appeared elegant together, and the by the look in Jamie’s eyes as she 
turned also, she agreed. Now, to Rachel, they would look even more elegant 
out the door. 

“All right,” Darlene told them both, “we’re leaving. How do we look?” 

“Elegant,” Rachel said. “You guys always look great.” 

“We’ll be at the Fallbrooks,” her mother told her. “The number is next 
to the phone.” 

Rachel hated this part of babysitting.......the beginning lecture. “I 
know. Next to that is the Police, hospital, fire, and probably the National 
Guard.” 

The last of the dishes within the dishwasher, Jamie accompanied her 
foster family to the front door, and Mr. and Mrs. Caruthers exchanged her 
kisses. Then she darted up the staircase to where a clown costume was 
waiting for her in her bedroom. 


“Have a good time tonight, you two,” Richard told them as Jamie 
disappeared. Then, to Rachel, “Make sure Jamie’s in bed by nine—thirty. 
No later.” 

Rachel was indeed right; they do look more elegant out the door. 
“You’re going to be late. You don’t want to blow your promotion.” 

“Don’t make fun,” Darlene said back. “Tonight is the difference 
between vacations in Bermuda and another two weeks visiting your 
grandmother in Cleveland.” 

“So hurry up,” said Rachel. 

And that is what her parents did. Rachel then closed the front door and 
automatically went for the livingroom telephone. 

Upstairs, Jamie busily brushed her teeth as she always had done every 
evening after dinner. Within her bedroom, down the hall past the master 
bedroom, Sunday moved cautiously toward the shadows beyond the opened 
window. Suddenly he sensed something, and he backed up towards the open 
door. There was something there. A presence. A low growl swelled within 
his throat. 

Something was in Jamie’s room. 

But when Jamie entered and flicked on the light switch, the light 
flooded over dozens of dolls and nothing else. Jamie thought the clown 
costume looked great on her; that it looked fantastic just like she knew it 
would. She gazed at it admiringly in the full-length mirror. 

Downstairs, Rachel’s voice echoed through the livingroom as she sat on 
the couch cross—legged, preoccupied with the extremely urgent business 
she needed to take care of over the telephone. 

“Is Brady there?” she spoke casually but hopefully. “Has he come home 
from work yet? Okay. Well, when he does, tell him to drop by about eight. 
I'll be home by then. Okay? This is Rachel. Okay, bye.” 

Then, upon setting the receiver down upon its cradle, Rachel called out, 
“Come on, Jamie. Let’s go. You’re going to miss all the good candy!” 

Jamie heard her calls. She set the mask over her face, gazed at it for a 
moment, smiling, realizing that she even looked way better than those 
stupid kids who made fun of her. 

Something distracted her. She turned towards the closet. 

Didn’t she hear the door creak? Was that coming from her room? Where 
was Sunday? 

“Come on, kiddo,” the call echoed from downstairs. 


Nevermind. 

She darted happily towards the voice of her foster sister. 

But the shape had been watching, even as she admired her costume, 
and, in a way, he admired it too. From within the shadowy depths of the 
closet, he gazed down upon the opened box of memories. He lifted up 
pictures, photographs of days gone by, memories he shared unknowingly 
with the little girl, and memories only he alone could summon. He saw the 
woman Laurie Strode. A teenager. He saw the little girl with her father, 
posing with a barbecue in the background. And he saw himself, in the ever 
familiar clown costume, the one the little girl even now wore proudly, and 
he was standing next to his sister on that night so long ago yet so recent. 

That night was here again. 

Downstairs, Rachel was checking the stove burners in the kitchen. She 
grabbed her jacket on the rack near the front door and checked her pockets 
for the house keys. Finally satisfied, she turned to Jamie, who was just then 
coming down the stairway. 

“I thought you were ready,” Jamie said, observing Rachel slipping into 
her jacket and returning to the kitchen to turn off the lights. 

“I’m ready,” she replied. “I’m ready. Okay, let’s go. 

The shape at the top of the stairs watched silently, silent with the 
exception of the ragged breathing which seemed to reverberate through the 
darkness surrounding him, as the two girls disappeared out the door. 

Back within the depths of the closet, the dog’s low growls were forever 
stifled; it now lay in a bloody heap, its neck broken and its head hanging 
loosely over blood-stained rag dolls silent, unmoving, its unseeing eyes 
gazing out into the horror it last beheld. 

Forever gazing. 


Chapter Thirteen 


Jack Sayer brought Sam Loomis all the way into Haddonfield, right up 
to the parking lot of the police station. 

Throughout wilderness and farmland and miles of empty highway, the 
old vagabond reverend grew all the more curious of what was behind the 
doctor’s desperation. It was the face of the Apocalypse, yes, that was what 
Loomis was searching for, and Sayer had paused many times from his sing- 
along anthems of old time religion to toss out a few questions. 

There was much to talk about, or much not to, out on the endless open 
road. 

The doctor’s answers were generally evasive, despite the near-empty 
com whiskey bottle which remained in his hand. A sign of a good pilgrim 
was being a good drinker. Loomis was a good pilgrim. 

Sayer had plucked a new bottle from behind his seat after having 
discarded the other he’d been working on, and Loomis often wondered if he 
would make it to Haddonfield in one piece after all. 

Still, Loomis was grateful for the ride. His manners clearly revealed it. 
He had no intention of drinking as much as he did, but his mind remained 
clear and focused, and his desperation was even more heightened to reach 
the town in time. His mannerisms revealed that, too. 

By the time they arrived in Haddonfield, Sayer had already made up his 
mind about a few things. He was searching for the same demon, the face of 
the Apocalypse, just as fervently as Loomis was, and he could tell it was the 
doctor’s destiny to find it. 

He could see it in his eyes. 

Sayer turned his pickup from the main road and pulled into the police 
station parking lot, swerving into rocky asphalt and u-turning to face the 
driveway exit. 

Loomis got out, turned to face him, placed the whiskey bottle upon the 
seat. “I can’t thank you enough for your kindness,” he said. “Good luck 
with yourself, my friend.” 

“Send the unrighteous devil-spawn to hell,” the reverend told him. 

“Tf only I could accomplish that,” Loomis replied, and shut the door. 

Sayer looked up and into his rearview mirror, watched as the doctor 
hurried away past a couple of parked sheriff’s vehicles and towards the 
station. 


“Godspeed, pilgrim,” he said to the reflection. Then he gazed about, 
studying his surroundings. 

A library shared the police station’s parking lot beyond rows of hibiscus 
bushes. Down the street and in the direction he’d come from was a series of 
houses and a small storage building. Up the street were more houses. 
Directly across from him was a homey little Presbyterian church, its steeple 
piercing the darkening sky like a lance. 

Sayer took another swig of whiskey, capped it, set it down at his side. 
He pulled his pickup onto the street and crossed over onto the vacant side 
lot of the church. He maneuvered the vehicle around to the church 
building’s rear, his tires kicking up pebbles and dust. He looked around for 
signs of life; no one was around. 

Praise the Lord, he mouthed, and found a nice spot on the other side of 
a garbage dumpster with a perfectly hidden view of the police station’s 
front door. He parked, switched off his engine. 

And he waited. 

Perhaps it would be a long wait, but to face the Apocalypse, challenge 
it, defeat it, the wait would be worth it. Loomis would lead him to it. 

And besides, there was plenty of whiskey to tide him over until then. 


Chapter Fourteen 


The Haddonfield Sheriff’s Department wasn’t as large as it appeared to 
be on the outside. It was housed in a one-story beige building with a 
medium sized parking lot accented with dozens of rows of junipers and a 
flower bed shared in part by the Haddonfield Public Library next door. 

There was no such thing as sophistication when it came to a small town 
like Haddonfield, and small towns have small police forces. Of course, if 
anything unusual occurred, other departments would be notified, firstly the 
state police. But nothing unusual ever happened. For the most part. 

The inside of the building was as bland as the outside, displaying such 
average sights as a copy machine (which was out of order for the time 
being, the employees having to go to the library next door for copies), 
bulletin boards, a gun rack situated near the back wall, a water cooler 
expecting a refill, desks and phones and a dart board near the back between 
the time clock and the single restroom. To complete the atmosphere, there 
was a threesome of deputies behind the desks, one of which was conversing 
with his wife over the telephone---something about a hamster and a liquid 
cleanser and how a girl named Marsha should be spanked. 

At the front desk, the deputy was occupying his own time by reading his 
favorite section from Reader’s Digest, chuckling at the humorous 
anecdotes. 

Suddenly, his attentions were distracted by a man who stormed into the 
building through the front glass double doors. The fellow appeared to be 
quite flustered, serious determined, and immediately the deputy knew that 
this was definitely going to be one of those nights. The balding man, 
wearing a dark overcoat and a dusty outfit beneath, marched directly up to 
his desk. 


“I need to see Sheriff Bracket,” Doctor Loomis demanded. 

The deputy set the open magazine face down on the green blotter before 
him, leaned back casually in his seat, and gave a hearty laugh. Of course, 
this guy couldn't be serious. 

He told the man, “Then you need to travel ‘bout three thousand miles 
south’a here.” 

Loomis was suddenly confused. “What?” 

“Brackett retired in ‘81,” the deputy informed him. “Up and moves to 
St. Petersburg. We get a postcard every Christmas.” 

“Well, who the hell is the new sheriff?” 

“I am,” spoke another voice. “Ben Meeker.” 

The doctor’s gaze shot beyond the deputy and saw a husky, solid two- 
hundred-pound sheriff standing to the man’s left. He had inquisitive yet 
hardened brown eyes and a brown crew cut, and by the look of his 
heightened stature he appeared to be over six feet tall. If people were 
cartoon animals, this man would have been a grizzly bear. 

The doctor wasted no time. “Sheriff Meeker, My name’s.....” 

“Loomis,” Meeker finished for him. His voice was deep and 
commanding. “Folks around here aren’t likely to forget your face. At least, 
not cops. What the hell brings you back here after ten years?” 

He sounded resentful, but there was something within his tone that the 
doctor detected as weariness. “Michael Myers,” he told him. “He’s escaped 
Ridgemont. He’s here in Haddonfield.” 

“That’s impossible,” Meeker said. “He’s supposed to be an invalid.” 

But there was this seriousness in his eyes. “He’s here, Sheriff.” 

Meeker was the kind of sheriff who was known for possessing a very 
deep sense of humor. Deep, meaning that in order to be able to find it, you 
would have to dig deep into his personality. He took his job seriously, and 
even when the situation seemed too absurd to be true, he faithfully 
investigated; or he would send some deputy to do it for him, and the deputy 
would curse to himself for finding a dead gopher in the middle of the road 
instead of a dead baby, or an old man who insisted he saw The Buddah 
staring at him from outside his bedroom window, like two weeks ago. 

“Why would he be here?” he questioned. 

Loomis told him sternly, “The car crash that killed Laurie Strode and 
her husband left an orphan in Haddonfield.” 

The Sheriff was plainly surprised. “Jamie Lloyd?” 


“Yes. Wherever that child is, she’s in danger.” 

Meeker was still inquisitive, his interests up. “Myers? been locked up 
since before she was born. He’s never laid eyes on her.” 

“Seven bodies, Sheriff,” Loomis declared. “That’s what I’ve seen 
between here and 
Ridgemont.....a filling station in flames. Michael Myers is here in this town 
right now! He’s come to kill that child and whoever else stands in his way!” 

Meeker’s lips drew thin. His eyes were hardened and pensive. He was 
contemplating. 

Then, he turned to the deputy with the Reader’s Digest. “Call the State 
troopers and check this story.” He turned to Loomis, “All right, let’s assume 
for a minute that what you say is true ” 

“Tt is true, Sheriff!” he insisted as the deputy obeyed and began to dial. 

The sheriff continued, “Fine. If it’s true, then I want to know what the 
hell we can do to avoid a repeat often years ago.” 

“We have to find the little girl,” Loomis instructed. “Get her someplace 
safe. Call the local television. Tell them to get everyone off the streets and 
behind locked doors.” 

The deputy turned from the phone. “I can’t get long distance, Sheriff. 
Operator says the phone lines are down.” 

This was cause enough for the sheriff to move. His tremendous build 
swerved around the convocation of desks until he came to the shotgun rack. 
He went immediately for a twelve gauge Ithaca pump, and pulled it down. 
He knew his profession well; everything was automatic, flowing like 
clockwork as he loaded shells and pocketed anything remaining. Then he 
turned to Doctor Loomis, striding back toward the front desk. 

“Coming?” 

“Not until I see your man make that call.” 

The deputy began to dial at the sheriff’s command, and, satisfied, 
Loomis turned back to Meeker. 

“All right,” the sheriff told him, “let’s go check on the girl.” 

As they started for the front double doors, they could hear the first few 
sentences of the deputy as he spoke into the receiver: “Yeah, Sheriff’s office 
calling for Bill Miller Bill, Deputy Pierce We got an emergency situation 
here. We need everybody off the streets pronto.....” 


Chapter Fifteen 


Rachel swore to herself that she never had been as thoroughly excited 
about Halloween and trick-ortreating as Jamie was this night. Nearly every 
single time she would visit the doorstep of some cheerful neighbor who 
would smile and say something sweet and dropped a few pieces of candy 
into her plastic bag, she would politely but hurryingly blurt out a ‘thank 
you’ and be well on her way to the next house, half- running. To Rachel, 
Halloween was fun, not in a strict sense but in a sort of sense that this night 
wasn’t dull and ordinary. And, of course, she enjoyed the fact that Jamie 
was truly happy; overjoyed, even. 

“Wait for me,” Rachel called out, refusing to run. “Jamie, wait...” 


But the little girl was too involved with the splendor of it all; her little 
clown outfit, sparkling dimly under the street lights, more and more small 
packages of chocolate and lemon drops and bubble gum waiting to fill her 
bag. “This is great, Rachel!” 

The next door revealed an overweight, t— shirted fellow who held a can 
of beer in one hand and a handful of candy in the other. Alcohol 
undoubtedly blending his thoughts into a jelly of drowsiness, he nearly 
plopped the half-empty can into her sack before catching his actions and 
withdrawing, chuckling to himself. Jamie joined in the laughter and 
frolicked merrily away. 

“Cute kid,” the man remarked to no one, and he closed the screen door. 

The next house; this time it was a grey haired elderly woman who 
greeted her, an orange robe covering a pink nightgown. She appeared to be 
delighted before the little girl, and perhaps this was the reason her handful 
of candy was the most generous thus far. 

“Trick or treat!” Jamie said, at the same time the lady held out the 
candy. 

“My,” the woman said, “what a cheery little clown. Look what I’ve got 
for you.” 

Jamie’s eyes immediately lit up into a felicitous resplendence. “Thank 
you.” 

“You’re very welcome, honey.” 

Jamie walked toward her foster sister, who was waiting on the sidewalk 
listening to the meager sizzling of the electric cables of the telephone poles 
above, her mind on the pleasantries of the remainder of the evening, back at 
home, Jamie asleep and Brady downstairs with her. 

Jamie halted beside her for a moment, her fingers sifting through the 
bulk of her plastic jack-olantern/ghost bag. 

Rachel looked down at her. “Had enough?” 

“No way,” Jamie said. She turned, and Rachel followed her past a series 
of hedges enroute to the next house. “Halloween is great. Can we stay out 
all night?” 

“Forget it, kiddo. We’re home by eight o’clock.” 

As they came upon the next house, the last house on the corner past the 
hedges, they saw that the porch light was off. Rachel told her to ignore the 
house, and that the family living there was either sick or out somewhere on 
vacation or at a party. In Haddonfield, most everyone participated in one 


way or another in this particular holiday, unlike other cities Rachel had 
heard about where churches had condemned the celebrations as being 
paganistic and therefore sinful to practice. All Rachel knew was that 
tonight, in the world of the contemporary, all of the parties and bobbing for 
apples and putting on costumes and going door—to—door was as innocent 
as a newborn baby. She had many fond memories of the custom from her 
childhood, and Jamie and every other little girl or boy would not be the 
least bit harmed with the same fond memories. 

Besides, wasn’t Christmas’ origins paganistic, too? 

Anyway, aside from what other people did or did not do on this night, 
Rachel knew that it was also a night for little, quiet get-togethers get- 
togethers in livingrooms, dark livngrooms, maybe even dark bedrooms 
while certain parents were having a good time with their friends 
somewhere, too. 

Rachel directed Jamie across the street to start on another block, and 
when Rachel looked down at her glow-in—the-dark Timex, she knew that 
this block would be the last. As they arrived at the other side, they came 
across a small group of children who appeared to be around Jamie’s age, 
wearing brightly colored clown suits with awkward-looking shoes and 
ghost white sheets and there was even a kid with a huge, plastic buffalo 
head which forced him to hang his bag of candy by a string around his neck 
in better effort to hold up the monstrosity. They looked like refugees from a 
Saturday morning cartoon nobody wanted to view. The one with the stupid 
floppy shoes, the clown with the stripes as if posing as an escaped convict 
from the circus, went up to Jamie. 

“Wow!” Kyle said to her. “That clown costume’s really cool.” 

Jamie didn’t know what to say. She was fearful the first instant, but the 
fear soon evolved into a certain delightful surprise. “Thanks.” 

“Pm sorry about today,” the boy said sincerely. “I didn’t mean it.” 

She was stunned. “Really?” 

She knew it; it was the clown suit. It was a miracle suit. 

“Yeah,” Kyle admitted, “I was sort of a jerk.” Then, “Hey, you wanna 
go with us?” 

“Sure!” 

Jamie joined the kids, Rachel exhaling arduously, trudging along 
behind. They walked down the sidewalk and up the cobblestone path to the 
next house. Rachel waited at the sidewalk again as she watched the kids 


scramble up to the porch. The kid in the flimsy clown outfit, the boy, rang 
the doorbell. The front door swung open. 

“Trick—or-treat!” Kyle said, holding out his bag, the other children 
echoing at his sides. 

Kelly stood within the doorway before the parade of candy-moochers, 
and she smiled as she grabbed a fistful of candy from a table just within the 
entrance. She was wearing absolutely nothing save for an oversized t—shirt 
with bold, black letters on the front reading COPS DO IT BY THE BOOK. 
From Rachel’s point of view, she appeared ludicrous, standing there before 
children in that attire. At first, Kelly did not see the other girl gazing in. 

Then she did. 

Their eyes locked for a moment. Rachel noticed something etched 
across Kelly's face.....something like and overwhelming shock...or guilt. 

“Rachel........” she exclaimed. 

Then Rachel saw movement behind her. Curious, she advanced across 
the cobblestones. The moment she drew close enough to behold what it was 
she was seeing, she halted. At first, she thought she was mistaken. It didn’t 
take too long for her to realize that she wasn’t. 

It was Brady. 

Holy shit. 

It was Brady; she was simply having one hell of a time believing it. 
That bastard. He was there, lounging around on the sofa inside, in the 
livingroom, his shirt unbuttoned, a beer in his hand. The moment he saw 
her, the moment the realization absorbed through his consciousness, he 
bolted to his feet. Kelly was going about her own business with the children 
as if nothing else interesting was happening. 

“Rachel!” Brady was yelling. As the trick-ortreaters went their way to 
the next household, Rachel turned, her face flushed with mixed anger, 
disappointment, and hurt. Brady continued to call out, running for the door. 
“Rachel, wait a minute give me a chance to explain!” 

Frantically, he sprinted past Kelly, who was gazing on in amusement, 
and caught Rachel at the sidewalk, grasping her forearm desperately. 

She could not meet his gaze; instead, she turned from him, her eyes 
somewhere upon the darkened street. Softly, she replied back. “You don’t 
owe me anything, Brady. No explanations necessary.” 

Contemptuous, she pulled her arm free, only for Brady to regain his 
grip. It was even tighter this time, and she winced, trying unsuccessfully to 


pull away. 

“Listen,” this bastard was saying, “you blow off our date at the last 
minute...” 

“So you hop on the next best thing!” she yelled. “I thought you were 
different from the other guys.” 

“I am different,” he pleaded. “I was just pissed off, that’s all.” 

“Oh, really? Well, Pl just let Little Miss Hot Pants get back to nursing 
your bruised ego.” 

Finally, Rachel managed to break free and walk away, leaving Brady 
standing there, watching her as she went. 

“Rachel!” 

“Brady,” called another voice, a female voice, emanating from the 
house. It was sensual; beckoning. It was Kelly. “Are you coming?” 

Brady looked back at the figure in the doorway. She was standing there, 
longing for him, silhouetted under the porch light, the outline of her figure 
visible beneath the thin t—shirt. 

KK AK 

Rachel half-trotted down the center of the empty street under the few 
scattered lamp posts. The encounter with Brady had made her lose track of 
Jamie, and now Jamie and her little band of midgets had vanished. There 
was absolutely no sign of them anywhere. In fact, there was absolutely no 
sign of anyone, for that matter. It was as if her very presence had 
summoned all the citizens of the town into their homes. 

At first this absence didn’t phase her; the bastard ex-boyfriend of hers 
rattled her brains to such an extent that they were like a puzzle that some 
little kid came across and tore apart, flinging the black and white pieces into 
the air. In order for her to think soundly again, the pieces had to be 
regained. Rachel had to face the possibility that some of these pieces may 
be forever lost, and it was all because of the little kid symbolized as Brady. 
Yes, her life was black and white; she felt that nobody ever had their life 
totally together and figured out. But at least she knew the puzzle fit. Now, it 
may not ever fit again. 

She knew she was a typical young seventeen year old girl. Once, her 
school counselor had a talk with her about her class schedule---one of the 
teachers suggested she belonged in a higher English class, and one thing led 
to another—-—and it was this counselor who told her that she appeared to 
understand about herself more than was usual for someone her age. She 


didn’t agree with him at first, but later she realized that he might have been 
right. She had a sort of phobia that she kept to herself; a phobia about 
presenting herself as being too egotistical, talking about herself too much, 
and so whenever she saw a problem in a friend she thought she could help, 
she would most likely say nothing. Of course, there were exceptions, but 
she didn’t want to be a “miss know—it-all.” Who knows, maybe she’d be a 
counselor herself when she got older. 

But this was all complicated, an overwhelming, often unbearable 
botchery of living, and explaining the whole thing proved to be even more 
frustrating and confusing. All she could think of was the puzzle. The 
missing pieces. And..... 

Brady. 

But she’d rather not think about him. That bastard. He was such a 
typical guy, and she had him figured out to be something else. Perhaps her 
counselor was wrong. Maybe she was just lucky when it came to 
understanding people. Then again, she wasn’t perfect. 

I mustn t dwell on this, she told herself. I must not let something like this 
get me on. I have to show him that I’m not jealous anymore; that I could 
just as easily drop him and go on to someone else and not think twice about 
it. I must. 

She realized she was dwelling on the subject too much now. She had to 
concentrate on her most current problem: she had lost Jamie. 

Well, not lost. Wasn’t that putting things a bit drastically? Actually, 
though, there was no other word she could think of to replace it. Yes, Jamie 
was lost. Jamie was 

“Jamie?” she called. 

There was nothing. Not a sound around her save for the rustling of 
maple leaves around her feet and down the street and sidewalks; the gentle 
swaying of the trees in the wind, the shutters at the windows of nearby 
houses to the left and to the right. 

“Jamie?” she spoke louder. 

Still, there was no sign of life in the streets. 

“Just great,” Rachel grumbled to herself. “Just wonderful, Rach. First 
you lose your boyfriend, then you lose your sister.” 

She could not seem to be able to get over the fact that there was 
absolutely no one around, where once there were dozens of clusters of trick 
—or— treaters and opened screen doors. True, the porch lights of many of 


the houses were still on, but was Halloween over with? She checked her 
watch. 

Suddenly she thought she heard something; something almost behind 
her and to her right. She recognized it as a sort of a loud, echoing crackling 
sound, like that of a... .a.....what did it sound like? A twig. It was the sound 
of a twig snapping amidst the rustling of the leaves. She turned towards the 
sound. 

There, a half of a block away, hovering in the darkness beneath the 
phantom-like blackness of a tree alongside a parked car, was a face. It was a 
white face, suspended there, and as close as Rachel dared squint her eyes to 
see, she could not visually detect the presence of a connecting body. The 
shadowy-white face just hung; no, floated, there, like the cabalistic 
configuration of a mime wearing nothing but black save for a painted-on 
face. But this face did not seem to possess any specific features; of course, 
she was too far from the figure to tell, but it appeared as if whatever it was 
she was gazing at had no eyes. 

But this glimpse was momentary, and within the next second the 
whiteness was gone, having suddenly withdrawn into the obscurity of the 
night. 

She stood there, profoundly startled, looking fearfully into the space 
where the thing---whatever it was---had been, or she thought it had been. It 
didn’t take her very long at all to realize that the streets were empty....so 
totally empty... .and she was a girl alone in the center of a lonely street. 

Slowly, she drew in a breath and managed to call out, attempting to 
show no signs of fear. “Who’s there?” 

But there was only the forlorn answer of the wind rustling against 
hedges, and of the leaves. 

Her frustration with the recent past had now switched dramatically to 
fear of the present. Nonetheless, she knew she had to find Jamie, had to find 
anybody, even if it was Brady, just to feel safe again. She advanced a step, 
then her pace quickened down the street once more until the dark figure 
appeared abruptly in front of her. 

She halted. 

She could see now that there was a body attached to it, a body of 
extensive proportion, a man’s body, and she could see that he was garbed in 
a ragged mechanic’s coveralls that appeared not to fit him properly. He 
remained there, at the end of the block, a tall, unmoving figure, standing as 


if engaged with Rachel in an old-fashioned showdown she’d see in the old 
Westerns on television. But, unlike those old Westerns, she felt an 
overwhelming surge of terror and panic. For another lingering moment, 
neither Rachel nor the shadow figure moved. They simply stood there, eyes 
staring into hollow eyes. 

Then Rachel ran. 

She darted to her left, hurrying across a nearby lawn like a frightened 
animal, vanishing between two dark houses. It was only after she leaped 
over an old wooden fence, ran through a back yard, and into the next street 
when she finally managed to conjure up an urgent cry. It was then when she 
realized there were a few lingering groups of trick-or—treaters still making 
their rounds from house to house, and she knew she was somewhat safe. 

“Jamie!” 

She called out the name of her foster sister, this time in desperation, and 
she slowed in her running as a few children turned their masked heads in 
effort to see what the commotion was about. Regaining her breath, Rachel 
managed another anguished cry. 


Chapter Sixteen 


A precipitant crash generated from within the Caruthers’ home, and the 
sounds echoed to all hallways and rooms, lightly vibrating windows and the 
glass chandelier situated over the dining table, the room adjacent to the 
kitchen. 

The front door had smashed completely in, splintering partially and 
knocking a painting of clowns laughing on a beach from the wall. Carefully, 
cautiously, letting his twelve gauge lead the way, Sheriff Meeker entered. 
Behind him, stepping into the livingroom with equal circumspection, was 
Doctor Loomis, his 9mm Smith and Wesson in his hand and ready. 

Meeker had been a deputy in those cold, horrific days when death 
walked into the quiet streets. And at the time, the entire police force knew 
how to handle this Michael Myers fellow. It was very simple: kill him. 
Shoot the bastard down. But, after all this time, the very thought of merely 
shooting the bastard down seemed all too easy. Vaguely, this was like a 
dream to the sheriff. A hazy, obscure sort of dream at that, and he feared 
that somewhere within the confines of the next few minutes, this obscure 
dream would detour into the terror of nightmare. 

Regardless, Meeker knew that, no matter how hauntingly miraculous 
the circumstances were, or at least seemed to be, Michael Myers was well, 
stoppable. To Meeker, the good Doctor Loomis was a desperate, 
complicated man who had been through hell, and that very same hell was 
what this damn doctor was somewhat responsible for. Sure, the government 


stuck their asses in the situation somewhere, but the doctor could have done 
something, could have fought the orders to first transfer this ungodly 
murderer ten years back. He could have taken the matter to court could 
have... .hell, could have done some goddamn thing. On the other hand, he 
had suddenly developed somewhat of a sense of trust for Loomis. And this 
trust was built upon the fact that nobody knew this monster better than he. 
Good ol’ Doctor Loomis. Good ol’ Goddamn Doctor Loomis. 

But Meeker knew what he was doing, too. If this was true, if Myers had 
somehow escaped captivity and returned to Haddonfield, the sheriff was 
sure as all hell that he was not about to let a repeat of ten years ago unfold 
this night. He grew up in this cozy Illinois town, and he was not about to let 
it go into oblivion at the hands of a psycho. 

But this man was more than a psycho. He recalled how Loomis had 
informed him dozens of times that he’s not a mere psychopath. You must 
understand....he is unadulterated evil. 

But, the sheriff thought to himself, soon enough, he’s gonna be 
unadulterated dog shit. That is to say, if he’s actually here. 

KK AK 

Loomis felt for the wall-mounted light switch within the darkened room 
and flooded the room with light. It was a little girl’s bedroom, complete 
with dolls, an overabundance of them, and brightly colored little girl’s toys 
and a dresser and bedsheets and.....he noticed the window was open, the 
wind blowing eerily through the pink curtains. He went over to it, inspected 
the area outside momentarily, then shut the window and disassociated 
himself from the cold. He turned, and his attention diverted toward the 
opened closet. As he held his gun directly before him, he gently used his 
feet in moving the doors of the closet further open. When he was quite sure 
all was definitely clear, he eased his way inside for further inspection. There 
was a scattering of photographs at his feet, and he bent down to examine 
them. There appeared to be at least a dozen of them. It did not surprise him 
in the least when he met with the familiarities of Laurie Strode....her 
husband....and there, there was their little daughter. Their little girl, Jamie 
Lloyd. So innocent. 

His gaze met yet another familiarity, and the mere sight seemed to 
stiffen his senses momentarily. There, to his left, was the photograph of 
Michael and Judith Myers. 


A shuffling to his side---it was Meeker, stepping up to join him. Loomis 
raised the picture to eye level. 

“Something?” Meeker spoke. 

“He’s been here,” Loomis told him plainly. There was a slight tremor in 
his voice. 

Meeker stepped in closer, his eyes focusing on whatever it was Loomis 
held. “How do you know?” 

And with that, the doctor stood aside, disclosing yet another discovery-- 


The mangled heap of the Labrador. 

It was Meeker’s turn to experience the coldness that the doctor now felt. 

Meeker spoke, “This thing’s starting to spook me, Doc.” 

“At least I’m not alone.” 

“Oh?” the sheriff said, being unable to bring himself to believe the 
doctor could, with his experience, be exactly balls to the wall with fear. 
“How long have you been scared?” 


“Twenty—five years.” 

Loomis had seen enough. He turned and moved past Meeker towards 
the door, and the sheriff followed him out, finding his gaze difficult to 
remove from the remains of what had once been the family pet. 

Downstairs in the livingroom, the two met a deputy who had been 
waiting for them near the entrance. As Meeker allowed Loomis to exit the 
front door, he turned to the deputy, who stood awaiting his command. 

“Logan,” Meeker ordered, “I want you here just in case the family 
comes home.” 

“Right here, Ben,” Logan replied. 

“Look sharp. Understand?” 

Immediately, the deputy double-checked the chambered rounds in his 
.38 long barrel. “No problem, Sheriff.” 

As Meeker closed the front door, he secretly wished the man luck; he 
had an idea what the town would be up against, but a mere idea wasn’t 
enough. 

And this was going to be one hell of a night. 


Chapter Seventeen 


Jack Sayer awoke, startled, choking momentarily on his own saliva 
which caused him to cough out yellow phlegm over his steering wheel. A 
dark dream escaped him as consciousness embraced him with the chilly 
nighttime air. A soft web of spotlight streamed down from a fixture 
embedded upon the side of the First Presbyterian Church of Haddonfield, 
illuminating the vacant lot nearby and Sayer’s pickup truck beneath. 


As immediately as reality gripped him, he was overwhelmed by two 
distinct thoughts---he had passed out while watching for Loomis, which 
foiled the purpose of the entire stakeout, and something oblong and black 
was writhing and flailing between his legs at his crotch. 

He jolted upwards in sheer fright, shrieking, his hands moving to brush 
it away, whatever it was. He calmed enough to take a good look at it. He 
picked it up. 

It was a wind-up rubber rat. 

Five young teenagers burst into a chorus of laughter beyond the open 
driver’s window, and the reverend nearly cursed to Almighty God before he 
caught himself. He flung the toy below the glove compartment. 

The kids scurried quickly away from his pickup, all of them garbed in 
Halloween attire and glowing face paint. One of them stopped running for a 
moment, pushed aside his Dracula cape and spit out a set of vampire teeth. 

“Trick or treat, old man!” he exclaimed, and ran off to join his peers in 
the distant dark. 

Jack Sayer was alone, and it became quiet again, even more quiet than 
when he’d first arrived. He stared out his windshield, out past the street and 
at the front door of the tranquil police station. 

“Well dammit all to eternal hell,” he spat, and he groped for his whiskey 
bottle. 

He found it, uncapped it and brought it to his lips, his eyes canvassing 
the surroundings and his mind struggling to come to terms with what to do 
next. His eyes caught sight of a tow truck, resting vacant and silent at the 
opposite side of the garbage dumpster he’d parked beside. He looked, but 
there was nobody around. 

Sayer’s fatigue was all but spent from the rudely abrupt wake-up call, 
but a mild hangover and another plan soon festered in his brain. 

He leaned over and fetched a towel, absently wiped off the running 
wetness from the steering wheel. Discarding the towel, he reached into his 
glove compartment for a pair of reading glasses. 

Hell, he didn’t need them. All the reading he ever did was of the Good 
Book anyway, besides the Reader’s Digest and the National Enquire, and he 
knew the Lord’s Word by heart, cover to cover, verse by verse. 

At least, on his good days. 

From now on, those glasses belonged to Doctor Loomis. That’s it, the 
old reverend devised, I’m gonna walk right into that there station, let ‘em 


know the good doctor left his glasses in my cab, and ask for his 
whereabouts so ’s I can deliver them proper back into his hands. 

Whether the plan worked or not, it was up to Jesus. 

He discarded his whiskey and emerged from the cab. As he shut the 
door of his vehicle, he gave the abandoned tow truck a second glance. 
Gripping the spectacles, he made his way across the street and towards the 
entrance of the police station. A sole sheriff’s sedan sat in the parking lot as 
he passed it. He arrived at the front door and entered the station. 

Inside, Deputy Pierce rose up from his desk to the front counter to 
immediately meet him. “Can I help you?” 

“Maybe you can help me,” the reverend spoke, adjusted his clergy 
collar and let out a raspy cough. “Um, I was good enough to give Doctor 
Loomis a lift into town, officer, and I believe he left his glasses behind. 
Could you be good enough to allow me to return them to him? Where 
abouts do you suppose he’s gone off to?” 

“Tf you’ll just leave them with me,” the deputy replied, “I'll see to it the 
doctor gets them.” 

“If ya don’t mind, Pd like to return them personally,” Sayer told him. 

“The town’s in a state of emergency,” said the deputy. “Leave them 
here, Pll tell him you dropped them off, don’t worry. A good motel’s up the 
road, a quarter mile. I’ II tell him you’re staying there if you wish to meet up 
with him. Can’t tell how long he’ll be, though. This is one helluva night. It’s 
all I can do for you.” 

“You can tell him that,” the reverend said, “but 

Pl keep these for him myself. You understand.” “Suit yourself.” 

Sayer nodded to him, clutching the glasses, and solemnly bade him 
farewell. The face of the Apocalypse would have to wait, he figured, but he 
knew fate would inevitably cross their paths. 

Someday. 

It was his destiny. 

It was It’s destiny. 

A motel, a quarter mile up the street. It was all he had going for him 
now, and a night’s lodging would do him good. 

Turning, he made his way to exit into the night. He opened the door, 
stepped outside. 

There, directly before him, stood the face of the Apocalypse. 

Sayer gasped. 


The eyes behind the chalky white mask stared down upon him, 
emotionless, cold. 

The glasses fell from the reverend’s hands, dropping onto the ground. 
Taking a step away from the abomination, the heel of his shoe met with 
them, crushing them. His screams echoed into the cool breeze and, for a 
moment, no one heard them until it was too late. 


Chapter Eighteen 


The smoke filled pool hall and bar lounge was filled to capacity with the 
town’s usual beer bellied personalities, sucking down beers and shooting 
eight balls in exchange for a chance of good luck at earning a little sum of 
money. It was a typical setting for a town such as Haddonfield, where 
everyone knew how many teeth everyone else had and didn’t really give a 
shit either way. Friends were friends, and enemies were enemies, and the 
only enemies in Haddonfield were the out—of-town truck driving brawlers 
who came into Haddonfield to pick fights, and the winter weather. But now, 
at this time, they had neither. There were no strangers tonight. Well, perhaps 
there were a few, but remained virtually unnoticed amid the bar noise and 
the laughter. There was a woman in skimpy clothes who always had a fancy 
for the jukebox, which was at the time blurting out Bruce Springsteen. As 
the Boss sang about dancing in darkness, she attracted the attentions of a 
young, mustachioed man who offered to buy her a beer and called her 
Charlene. Across the way, a middle—sized man in overalls knocked over 
his half-full bottle of beer onto the pool table. He pulled out a flimsy 


handkerchief from a pocket and frantically wiped away the liquid before it 
could be completely absorbed by the blue-green felt padding. 

Earl Ford was the bartender. His son, Mel, had recently turned legal age 
and now assisted him, and occasionally there was Hughy who helped him 
on busy nights like this, but tonight Hughy was sick with the stomach flu. 
This was Earl’s joint, and that was what the tattered baseball bat read in 
bold, black lettering up above the half-sized swordfish on the wall behind 
him. Earl was pretty close to forty-five, but his true age was somewhat of a 
mystery because he always liked folks to keep guessing. It was a belief 
among some that ol’ Earl never really knew his own age, or that he 
somehow forgot. His face was like that of a bulldog, and he had the body of 
a professional wrestler, but he, in fact, despised wrestling with a passion. 
He would often tell people he didn’t quite rightly know why he hated it so, 
but perhaps it was the fact that the matches were so damn fake. Besides, 
wrestlers looked like a bunch of fags out there on the mat, and the audience 
looked like a bunch of drunken Nazis. At least, that’s what he thought. 

Tonight was an ordinary night, or at least it had been, until something 
caught Earl’s attention on the television. He was often distracted by the 22 
—inch television, always watching for Ernest commercials or commercials 
with Joe Isuzu, but this time what attracted his attention was something 
quite different. He stepped over to the set and raised the volume. A news 
anchorwoman was explaining something which seemed to be urgent. Hell, 
of course it was urgent; anything that said SPECIAL BULLETIN in the 
background was unusual and urgent. And from what Earl’s ears picked up, 
it sounded like the woman was talking about evacuating the streets. 

What the hell? 

“By order of the Sheriff’s office,” the anchorwoman continued, “all 
citizens of Haddonfield are asked to clear the streets.” 

Still, the bartender could not hear. Goddammit. 


“Everybody shut up a goddamn minute!” he yelled out, and the bar 
quieted, heads turning. Still, some people just could not hear straight. “I 
said, goddammit, everyone shut up!” 

Silence. The anchorwoman continued. 

“ ,..remain indoors until further notice. All businesses are asked to 
close as soon as possible. Stay tuned to the station for updates.” 

A tall man, Orrin Wesley, called out, “What’s all that shit, Earl?” 


That was exactly what Earl was about to ask Meeker himself, or 
whoever the hell was at the office. Immediately, he moved to the bar’s wall 
mounted phone. He picked up the receiver and dialed hurriedly. 

“Who you callin’?” another man asked. 

Earl replied, “Police station. I ain’t closing down without a good 
goddamn reason.” 

Everyone waited. All eyes in the bar rested on Earl. In the background, 
a few men continued to quietly resume a game of pool, ears open. After a 
few lingering moments, Earl angrily hung up the phone. He proceeded to 
remove his bar smock. 

“Well?” Orrin asked. 

“Tt just rang,” was all Earl would reply. 

Within the next minute the entire place was ringing with the sounds of 
chairs moving and shoes brushing against the wooden floor. Voices of 
curiosity added to the commotion as the crowd proceeded to follow the 
bartender out into the front of the bar, through the single front door, past the 
DON’T DRINK AND DRIVE sign, and out onto the asphalt of the car 
crammed parking lot. 

Yet another follower rushed up to the bartender from within the crowd, 
asking where the hell he was going and why the hell everyone was 
following him, knowing full well he was just as dumbfounded as everyone 
else about the sudden urgency of the news report. 

“We’re goin’ to see Ben,” Earl told him angrily. “Phone never just rings 
at a police station. No way, no how.” 

Everyone piled up into their respective vehicles... .pickups, four—wheel 
drive Blazers, Jeeps, Broncos, and the like, all covered with enough dirt to 
pave a small street. Earl’s Chevy was the first the kick up a wave of dust, 
and he led the way as the others filled the street from behind. 

One hell of a night, all right. 


Chapter Nineteen 


Guests exited Justin Fallbrook’s palatial home, all dressed in their finest 
attire, some half drunk, others having had little or none to drink, but all 
having enjoyed the party. They were walking to the rows of cars parked 
along the side of the street, wondering what the urgency was in the news 
flash. Some had attempted to call the police station, but got no answer. Still, 
they would comply with the warning, and perhaps call the station later from 
their own homes. 

Richard and Darlene Caruthers stepped across the walkway down the 
front lawn; one of the couples who had apparently very little to drink. 

“Let’s drive home first,” Darlene said. “Rachel said they wouldn’t be 
out long.” 

Richard looked around and spotted who he was looking for. “There’s 
Justin. I better say goodnight.” 

“Richard....”Darlene called after him, but he was already on his way to 
speak to the man. 

He called out to his wife behind him, “TIl take two seconds.” 

He went over to Justin Fallbrook, a man in his late forties, and a very 
wealthy man at that. He was in the process of bidding an older couple 
goodnight. 

“Justin,” Richard spoke out to him. 

Mr. Fallbrook turned. In a kindly but nonetheless worrisome voice, he 
said to him, “Richard, I’m so sorry you can’t stay for dinner.” 


“I hope you understand,” Richard said. 

“No apologies,” he replied. “Children come first in my book, too. Look. 
Pll see you tomorrow morning on the third floor. Nine sharp. Okay?” 

Richard was momentarily stunned. With a mixture of delightful 
surprise, he exclaimed, “Third floor?” At first, he wasn’t sure he quite 
understood, then the reality crept over him and he wholeheartedly 
welcomed it. “I got it?” He felt like a little kid. 

Behind him, Darlene was calling him. “Richard, come on.” 

Richard was overcome with both relief and tremendous joy. This was 
something that he had worked very, very hard for. Very hard indeed. “I got 
it!” he cried. 

Darlene came up behind him and clenched his arm. The door to their car 
was opened, and it didn’t take too long for the two to make it inside and 
drive away, their car intermingled with the flow of traffic the news report 
had created from the Fallbrook party. 

And all the way home, Richard kept repeating, “This was one hell of an 
evening, let me tell you.” 


Chapter Twenty 


An open lot dotted with the lofty, darkened configurations of towers 
marked the presence of the Haddonfield Transformer Station. A network of 
city power cables sprawled out into the night in all directions like hundreds 
of giant, many-legged spiders in their blackened webs. 

A utility truck was parked beside a main circuit junction box, and 
nearby there was a lone utility worker carrying out routine maintenance on 
opened power panels. As he wearily continued to work, taking an obscure 
sort of electrical tool and placing it into the trail of brightness flooding from 
his pocket flashlight, he brought his gloved fingers around multitudinous 
wires and switches and carefully went about his adjustments. He paused for 
a brief moment and removed from his pocket a package of Wrigley’s, 
opened the wrapper, and popped a stick between his teeth. 

Suddenly he looked up. 

There, not far from his truck, stood the darkened shape of a man. It 
began to move, taking a few dilatory steps across the expanse of the lot, 
passing close by in shadow. 

“Hey,” the worker shouted. “Hey, shit—for— brains! This is city 
property. No trespassing.” 

The shape continued to walk. Frustrated and angry, the worker moved 
away from the junction box and stepped into the shape’s path. The shape 
continued toward him until the man reached out his hand, planting it firmly 
into the figure’s chest and stopping him cold. 

“Are you deaf? Or are you just stupid?” Absolutely nothing from the 
shape. It stood motionless, facing the worker. “I could have you arrested, 
asshole.” Still, there was no response. The worker could hear the breathing 
sounding in slow, hissing emissions from behind whatever the hell this man 
was wearing over his face---something like a large, distorted white mask. 
The worker continued with the Halloween freak. 

“You are one dumb son of a bitch,” he exclaimed, finally. The thing 
before him was giving him the chills; this was way too strange, and here he 
was, out there, alone amidst the low humming of the power cables. “All 
right, I’m on the radio to the police right now. Don’t even think about 
leaving.” 

The worker went back toward his truck. Behind him, the shape 
proceeded to follow. The worker quickly spun around, startled at the 
shape’s sudden proximity. 

Silence. No one made the slightest movement. 


Until... 

A hand shot out from the obscurity of the shape and clenched the man’s 
neck. Stunned, there was little time for the worker to struggle. He managed 
a swift kick, then another---both legs flinging into open air at the thing’s 
side. In his overwhelming terror, he realized that he was no longer on the 
ground. He was being held there, fighting helplessly for his life, and it was 
then, at that very moment, that he knew he was going to die. He could feel 
the coldness of the shape’s hand, feel the sensation of it seeping through his 
skin as if his neck were made from a gelatinous putty. He attempted a 
scream, but the wind inside of him found no means for escape. He feared 
that at any time his neck would simply snap from the force. 

The shape lifted him even further from the ground and flung his limp 
body into the circuit junction box, impaling him. Amidst his own blood and 
flesh sizzling against the flying spark he finally managed a single, 
agonizing scream. 

Then it was all over. 

His dead body remained quivering there as the shape watched, its head 
cocked in morbid fascination. The box continued to short circuit around the 
body, and all around the encompassing area the transformers began to 
shower a spectacle of sparks. Lightning arcs of rampant power surges began 
to shatter cables. The station’s transformers began to turn into a forest of 
flaming brilliance, storms of electricity erupting from all directions. 

The shape continued to walk on. The last of his presence developed into 
a silhouette against the festivity of powerful light, then it disappeared in the 
direction of the town and into the night. 

In the streets of Haddonfield, true and ultimate darkness set in. 


Chapter Twenty-one 


Throughout the entire town, darkness set in as the electrical power died. 
Parents rushed their children into cars. Others pulled their kids from the 
sidewalk and behind closed doors, a sense of undefined panic clouded their 
faces. 

Panic indeed. It ran rampant through Haddonfield this Halloween night. 
Panic of not knowing what was going on, panic spawned by what the news 
people were saying on their television sets intermingled with the sudden 
power failure. Some didn’t take the mysterious circumstances all too 
seriously, thinking that the whole thing would all blow over shortly and that 
the town would be up again on its feet. But there were the others, terrified, 
not knowing what to do except to heed the final words of the news report 
and to stick close together with their families behind locked doors, huddled 
close to burning candles and emergency kerosene lamps. 

Jamie wandered through the darkened streets as the last remaining 
children were scurried into cars and driven off, including the small band 
that she had joined. Kyle had been suddenly picked up by his mother, who 
had scolded him for failing to come when she called him over the first time. 

Now, she was left alone. 

She didn’t understand what was going on. All she knew was that all the 
lights in all the houses and all the street lamps around her had died, and 
right before that parents had shown up, grabbing their kids in a frantic rush 
and taking them home. Something was certainly wrong here, and not Jamie 
was certainly scared. She looked around for Rachel, but her foster sister 
was no where to be found. 

“Rachel?” she cried out once, and once was enough. Her own voice 
frightened her, perhaps because its echoes made her realize how alone she 
was in the darkened street. 

Now, there was only wind and silence. She turned and began to cross 
the deserted street, eyes darting this way and that, searching for any sign of 

Rachel.....or even somebody....as long as it wasn’t...... the nightmare 
man. 

No; please, no. She didn’t want to think about that. Not now, not ever. 
But there, in the darkness, when everyone suddenly deserts you, a little 
girl’s thoughts could run wild. 


She’d dare not think of him. She’d dare not think of how she stepped 
into her uncle at the Discount Mart, how he scared her, how he reached 
out.” 

Then it hit her. Maybe that was why everyone suddenly went away. 
Maybe it was because the nightmare man was coming. 

No, Jamie. Don’t think about it. Don’t even. You’re just getting yourself 
even more scared than ever. 

She was shivering. She realized she had to look for Rachel, and that 
Rachel was probably looking for her, too. 

Please, God. Don’t let anything happen to Rachel. Please. 

Jamie didn’t know that what she was fearing all along was just behind 
her, a little way into the darkness along the street’s opposite side, tracking 
her, watching her every move through the hollow of its mask. Finally, it 
appeared almost directly behind her, stepping out into the middle of the 
lane. 

Jamie reached another corner and stopped. The sound of another pair of 
footsteps continued for another second longer from her rear, then stopped as 
well. Quickly; the little girl spun around towards the sound. 

There was nothing but emptiness. 

“Rachel?” she called out, her voice cracking. “Is that you?” 

Still, there was nothing. No answer. 

She turned and proceeded around the vacant street, the eeriness of her 
haunting surroundings growing, aching throughout her mind and tugging on 
her nerves. 

Stopping in her tracks once more, the second echoing steps continued. 
They were closer now. Then they halted. 

The little girl turned again. 

In a firm but innocent voice, shaking, she told the darkness, “Whoever 
you are, I’ve got a big dog with me. He bites.” 

But yet again there was no reply. 

She stood still, waiting to hear something, anything, but all there 
appeared to be was the encompassing darkness. But as she stood there, she 
heard the footsteps once again. They were approaching her, and she could 
not see a single soul. Her eyes searched frantically. 

“You hear me, I’ve got a dog,” she managed to speak out, but it only 
sounded forth in a mere whisper. 


She tried to run this time, but she found that she couldn’t. She was 
frozen in place, stiff, like a terrified rabbit knowing that there was a python 
in its cage ready to feed but not knowing where it was. 

The footsteps were growing closer... 

....Closer still... 

....until.....suddenly.... 

She miraculously began to run. Her movements were fast and swift, the 
wind on her back helping her along. In the midst of her panic, she nearly 
fell. She was paying more attention to what was behind her than where she 
was going, panting and gasping tremendously, barely being able to breath. 
She almost swore she was going to simply die from exhaustion before 
whoever it was that followed could get to her. The world before her now 
was a whirlwind of blinding haze, bucking and yawing in one fantastic fit 
of frenzy. Then she ran directly into a figure, nearly knocking it down and 
her along with it. She uttered a startled scream as hands grabbed at her, and 
she fought them blindly. It was no use. 

Rachel bent down close to her. 

“Jamie,” Rachel said, fearfully, “Jamie, calm down. Jamie, where have 
you been?” After both girls caught their breath, Rachel having been running 
herself, she scolded her. “Don’t ever run off on your own at night. You hear 
me? Not ever!” 

Suddenly the two girls were washed in the brightness of automobile 
headlights. A car swerved to the curb and stopped, and within the next 
second, Sheriff Meeker and Doctor Loomis began to climb out and rush 
over to them. Meeker was the first to cry out. 

“Rachel Caruthers. Jamie Lloyd. Thank God.” 

The two girls were confused. But that was only part of it. 

“What’s going on?” Rachel demanded. 


The other man with the overcoat spoke out, “Get in the car.” 

As the two girls reluctantly obeyed, Loomis turned and stopped cold in 
his tracks. 

There in the distance, as far as the darkness could allow him to see and 
with the assistance of the car’s high beams, was Michael Myers. He was 
simply standing there, motionless, on the sidewalk across the street. 

Stricken with fear, Loomis stood frozen. Meeker caught what was 
happening and followed the doctor’s line of sight. Then he saw him. 


“Ts that him?” 

Loomis continued his seemingly thoughtless gaze. 

Meeker repeated, desperate, “Doc, is it him?” Loomis quickly and 
urgently drew out his pistol. “Yes!” 

Meeker went immediately for his shotgun. Just as he was about to aim, 
he noticed something--- something to his right on his side of the street, a 
figure standing below the dark branches of a tree. 

There, right before his unbelieving eyes, was a second Michael Myers. 

Holy shit 

Just then, another Myers---a third one, appeared from out of the dark 
and between the shadows of two houses. 

“What,” Meeker exclaimed, then the presence of a fourth Myers 
materialized from behind a Volkswagon. 

A fifth. 

A sixth. 

There was a whole goddamn army of them! 

This wasn’t a dream anymore, Meeker told himself, inside his mind. 
This was a nightmare. One shitload of a nightmare. And he knew just like 
the next person did that this sort of thing just didn’t happen in real life. 

Loomis was equally terrified. Perhaps more so. “Dear God. No. 
NOOOOOOO!! ! !” 

Loomis brought up his pistol and aimed at the first one. Just as he was 
about to fire, the sheriff realized something suddenly and knocked the 
doctor aside, Loomis pulling the trigger. The bullet went into empty air. 

Then there was the voice of a child crying out. Before them, across the 
street, the first Myers took off his mask and revealed the panic stricken face 
of a tall sixteen—year-old baring freckles and long red hair. He darted into 
the shadows and disappeared. So did the rest. The kid between the house 
yelled out something which sounded like don’t shoot! and he scurried off in 
kind. 

Shouting angrily, Meeker ordered them all out of there. “Get home, 
goddamn it. There’s a curfew. I catch your asses and it’s a weekend in jail!” 

He turned, and saw Loomis leaning heavily against the squad car. He 
was trembling, exhaling terribly. 

“You okay?” the sheriff questioned him. 

“Good God,” Loomis managed. “I could’ve killed a child. What does 
that make me?” 


Then Meeker said, “Let’s get back to the station. Get these kids here 
safe.” 

But as the squad car swerved away, no one noticed the dark presence 
behind them, back on the street, its reflection glimmering within the car’s 
rearview mirror until, a heartbeat later, it was gone. 


Chapter Twenty-two 


Headlights swept over the face of the darkened police station and 
revealed something neither Loomis nor Meeker expected to see. The entire 
outer portion was in shambles. Meeker had to skid to avoid the shards of 
broken glass from the doors. Broken fixtures swung in the constant draft in 
the doorways. 

The squad car idled, and Meeker and Loomis crawled out, Meeker 
charging the two kids to remain in the back seat. 

Meeker and Loomis entered through the broken glass double doors, 
their guns ready and a flashlight scanning. The interior was a veritable 
ruined nightmare. The cold breeze emanating inward from outside was 
blowing papers everywhere, from the lopsided desks and onto the floor, and 
from the floor to all corners of the room. The sheriff was about to flip on 
the light switch when he remembered there was no power. He shown his 
flashlight in the area ahead of him and proceeded forward, with utter 
caution, the doctor coming up on the rear. 

Meeker could not understand what his men were doing to allow such a 
catastrophe to take place; couldn’t believe that one man could actually do 
all this. And where the hell were his men, anyway? 

“They wouldn’t have given up without a fight,” Meeker said. 

Loomis told him, “They didn’t know what they were up against.” 

Glass crunched under their shoes as they continued inward, past broken 
desks and desk chairs, past broken telephones and scattered trash. They 
went around to the side, near a closet door. The flashlight came across a 
pool of what seemed to be blood from beneath the door. It was blood; the 
sheriff was merely having difficulty believing it. He made the light crawl 
upwards until it came upon a pale hand, closed in the door jamb. It was 
clutching a .38 revolver. Reluctantly, Meeker opened the door. There was 
no body; the hand fell and tumbled, dismembered, splashing into the pool 
of blood. 

“Christ,” Meeker exclaimed. 

Something caused him to look up, and when he did, he jolted backwards 
just in time to avoid the pasty white, blood drenched body of Deputy Pierce 
which leaned out of the darkness near the ceiling, then tumbled to the 
ground before him in one tremendous splotch. As the body met the ground, 


the head rolled backwards, revealing dead, unseeing eyes. The throat was 
Slashed, and thick blood seeped from the gaping wound until it rested at the 
sheriff’s feet. 

Meeker gazed down in horror upon what was once his best deputy, not 
to mention one of his best friends. His eyes momentarily refusing to leave 
the sight, he brought himself to speak. “How can one man do this? How, 
Loomis? Tell me. How?!” 

“He’s not a man, Sheriff.” 

“Then what is he?” Meeker demanded, trembling. “What the hell are we 
dealing with?” 

“Evil,” Loomis replied, and that was all he said. 

Outside, Earl Ford and the other townies were pulling up to the station’s 
parking lot, driving past the library and halting near the sheriff’s squad car. 
Loomis was standing in the doorway, Meeker coming up behind him. 
Rachel and Jamie gazed on with extreme interest from within the back seat 
of the squad car. 

As the men from the bar stepped out of their respective vehicles, 
Meeker informed the doctor, quietly, “The other two are in the 
back....dead.” 

“Ben?” Earl marched up to them. “What the samhill is goin’ on?” 

A second man by the name of Sam Unger went towards the shattered 
glass doors and peered inside. “Holy shit. What the hell did this? 
Terrorists?” 

“Go home, Earl,” Meeker told him; told them all, in fact, weariness in 
his voice intermingled with a hard stern overtone, “....this is police 
business.” 

Earl said back, almost sarcastically, “Looks to me like you’re outta 
business. I want some answers.” 

“T don’t have the time or the patience to argue with you,” the sheriff 
said, stepping forward past Loomis. “Just go home to your families. That’s 
where you belong.” 

“You forget who’s paying your salary, Sheriff?” That came from Sam 
Unger. 

“It was Michael Myers,” Loomis said, and he caught their undivided 
attention. Meeker shot the doctor an angry glance. “He’s come home to 
kill.” 


“Oh, Jesus,” Earl exclaimed softly, shocked suddenly into a perpetual 
fear. “Michael Myers?” 

Meeker interrupted, agitated. “Leave it alone, Earl. Let the police 
handle it.” 

But Earl was determined now, and he yelled back to the sheriff, 
emotionally stricken with remembrances of a time gone by. That terrible 
time, ten years back. 

“Let the police handle it? Like the last time? How many dead back 
then? How many kids? Al here, he lost his boy ten years back. Not this 
time, Ben. Pll handle this my own way.” The husky bartender turned to the 
others, “We’re gonna fry his ass. Get your weapons, boys!” 

“You’re all gonna die!” A voice broke out, from the direction of the 
neighboring public library and behind the hibiscus bushes. “How can you 
expect to fry his ass, when it don’t work that way in the presence of 
Apocalypse?!” 

The Reverend Jack Sayer stepped into view before them all, and all eyes 
turned. He was drunk, and he staggered his way toward the crowd. His 
clothes were wrinkled and bloodied, and his hair was matted and unkempt. 
He looked like he’d been through hell. 

“Who the hell are you?” Ben Meeker insisted. 

“Mister Sayer,” Loomis called out to him, “you’re an old fool. You 
shouldn’t have lingered around. I can more than imagine what you’ve seen 
tonight.” 

“T’ve beheld the face of Apocalypse,” said the reverend, “and I can see 
no more.” 

As he hobbled into the moonlight, black-red liquid streamed down his 
face in tears over dried blood caked in layers across his unshaven cheeks 
and chin, and over his lips. The sockets of his eyes were hollow craters of 
puss and blood, sightless, yet the man remained capable of speaking his 
mind. 

“Jesus,” Earl exclaimed. 

“You’re all doomed to death,” proclaimed Sayer. “There’s no stopping 
It! You’re all dead. You, and whoever else stands in It’s way!” 

Meeker had enough, turned and spoke to one of the townies. “Warren, 
your car here?” 

“No Ben, I’m ridin’ with Al.” 


Meeker dug into his pocket and retrieved a key from his key ring. “I’m 
trusting you to take Pierce’s squad car and drive this man to the hospital, 
pronto. It’s a wonder he’s still conscious, or alive at all. There’s a med pack 
in the front seat, you’ ll find some gauze and bandages to cover his eyes and 
help stop the bleeding. I don’t know what else to do. Christ.” 

“Will do, Ben.” Warren took the key. 

“Christ is what you need, now!” Sayer continued. “May God have 
mercy on your souls!” 

Loomis held his tongue as the vagabond preacher was led to the last 
remaining deputy vehicle, babbling incoherently under his breath. The 
doctor’s reprimands and grief were at a loss to the situation at hand. All 
were at a loss, horrified, speechless. 

Rachel held Jamie as the two of them looked on from within Meeker’s 
squad car, having already seen more than enough for one night. 

“All right then,” Earl called out. “Show’s over. Let’s get this bastard.” 

The other townies, grumbling to themselves of the vengeance they 
would bestow upon the grisly murderer this evening, this old, old evil that 
had once again returned, followed Earl back to their vehicles. Their 
Broncos and their Fords and their pickups revved and whirled, swirling and 
skidding until they reached the street and disappeared past the library. 

As soon as they had left, Meeker spun around and faced Loomis angrily. 
“You stupid son of a bitch! You’ve just created a lynch mob. And that 
friend of yours sure as hell didn’t help none, either.” 

“Without a police force,” Loomis said, taking a handkerchief from his 
coat pocket and wiping the baldness of his head, sweat dribbling down the 
sides of his face, “those men may be Haddonfield’s only defense.” 

Meeker stepped back and shone his light once again into the ruined 
shambles of the building. He flicked the switch off and turning, the sheriff 
knew that he had enough guessing and enough shocking episodes of death. 
He was going to get to the bottom of this and kill that son of a bitch Myers 
once and for all, and he’d be damned if he didn’t get all the help he was 
going to need. 

“Then God help us,” he replied to Loomis. 

As they started back to the squad car, Loomis said, “We still need a 
place for the child.” 


“My house,” Meeker said immediately. “It’s secure, and I’ve got a 
shortwave in the basement. We can call the State Police.” 

As they climbed into the squad car, leaving the Sheriff’s station 
nightmare behind for the time being, they disappeared into the darkness of 
the silent streets. It was then when the sheriff realized that hell was too 
goddamn moderate for describing what the remainder of the night would be 
like. 


Chapter Twenty-three 


The front door to the Caruthers’ house swung open and Logan exited, 
hurryingly closing it behind him and not bothering to check the lock. His 
mind was on the urgency at hand, and this was no time for trivialities. He 
rushed from the house to the squad car, climbed into the driver’s side and 
started the engine. He snatched up the car’s police radio. 

“Ben, I’m on my way,” he reported into it. Then, he added, “Were they 
really n 

“I know how you feel,” Meeker’s voice came in. “Just get over to my 
house right away.” 

“Be there in five minutes.” 

As he pulled out of the driveway, he thought he saw something in the 
rearview mirror. He turned, seeing only darkness. 

But as he traveled down the street, the black figure remained within the 
shadows of the back seat. Motionless. 

Waiting. 


Chapter Twenty-four 


Candles glowed and flickered with a subtle resplendence atop the 
television set and the fireplace mantle, providing a maudlin atmosphere for 
the two lovers embracing, stretched across the carpet below. They were 
lying there together, alone, and their kisses grew long and passionate as 
time vanished into a vague simplistic notion called the past; they were 
entranced inside the shear delicacy of their intermingled world. 

Kelly leaned up from the carpet and gazed down dreamily upon Brady 
beneath her. Her long t- shirt draped downwards and spread across the 
faded logo of his own shirt. Brady’s hands moved underneath and up along 
the smoothness of her skin. 

Kelly spoke softly, “Let’s go upstairs.” 

“I don’t want to wait,” Brady whispered in reply. 

The girl was thoroughly delighted with livingrooms as much as 
bedrooms or anywhere for that matter. She smiled down upon him teasingly. 
Slowly, she slipped off her t-shirt, pulling it over her head and dropping it to 
one side. Her eyes were saturated into his, watching with playful curiosity 
the somber yet hungry expressions his face displayed. She reached behind 
her and unsnapped her bra. She allowed it to slide to the carpet. Her panties 
were of lace, and as Brady’s eyes glided across her body and downwards, 
he could see the triangle of pubic hair daintily exhibited before him. 

“What do you think?” she breathed. 

Brady let out a sigh of ecstasy. “I think I’m in heaven.” 


He reached and pulled Kelly on top of him, and as they kissed he 
writhed out of his shirt and flung it over the coffee table nearby. Kelly 
worked her lips erotically down across the surface of his chest, her hands 
skimming past his sides and to his waist. Her fingers played with the buckle 
of his pants until it separated, and she drove her mild hands into his 
underwear, searching and grasping, afterwards sliding his pants down to his 
knees. His skin rippled with desire. He brought her down to him once again, 
and as tongues caressed he held her, his hands moving down the backside of 
her voluptuous body, finding her panties and bringing them down to her 
legs. She kicked them off of her feet. 

The two fondled and caressed there within the sensuality of the semi— 
darkness. As the minutes ticked by and the quickened heat increased, Kelly 
wrapped her legs around his, welcomingly, and he moved his body upwards 
to enter her. 

“Oooh, Brady,” she moaned. 

“Oh, shit!” 

Headlights flooded the livingroom mingled with the whining sounds of 
a car engine. Brady sat up in terror. Kelly joined him, sitting up also. 
Immediately, her hands went for her clothes and she proceeded hurryingly 
to get dressed. 

“Its my dad,” she muttered. “If he catches us like this he’ll skin you 
alive for starters.” 

“For starters?” Brady panicked, reaching for his clothes in a frenzy. 
“Christ. Oh, man.” 

Nothing seemed to fit right for him, and he nearly put his pants on 
backwards. God knew his underwear didn’t feel right, and he thought he 
heard the ripping of its pliant fabric. 

Outside, Sheriff Meeker brought out his house keys, fussed for one, and 
inserted it into the doorknob. Behind him, Rachel and Jamie stepped up to 
the porch followed in turn by Doctor Loomis. 

“Where’s the deputy?” Loomis questioned, anxious. 

Meeker answered him as the door opened, “He’Il be here in a minute.” 

Just as the deputy’s presence was mentioned, Logan’s squad car 
approached, highbeams piercing through the darkness of the driveway with 
near blinding brilliance. It pulled up and halted, Logan stepping out onto 
the cement. 

Meeker turned and entered his home, all others following in turn. 


As he stepped across the foyer and into the livingroom, his eyes beheld 
his daughter and the boy. Their gazes met but for a moment, the two 
standing dead center near the fireplace and the television amidst the 
moderate blaze of the candles, their appearance was as if they had just 
completed a night’s rest but their faces were sweaty with guilt. 

The burly sheriff’s gaze shot past them as if they virtually did not exist. 

My God, he’s ignoring us, Brady told himself, trembling. Holy shit, he’s 
gonna act like we’re not here, and then he’s gonna let me have it. That’s it. 
Let me have it when I least expect it, and then there won't be anything left of 
me to send back home 

Meeker’s urgency and alertness confused the boy momentarily, until it 
suddenly struck him that the sheriff had more important matters at hand; he 
remembered what the announcer said on television. 

Then he saw Rachel, and their eyes met. Quickly, and with utter 
embarrassment, he turned away. 

“Rachel,” Meeker promptly ordered, “take your sister upstairs. Last 
door at the end of the hall.” 

Rachel nodded and took Jamie upstairs. 

Her mind swirling amidst the abrupt confusion, Kelly went to her father. 
“Dad, what’s going on?” 

He turned to her, eyes serious and demanding. “I want you to secure all 
the downstairs windows. Cover all the downstairs windows.” 

“Why?” 

“Just do it!” 

Without further hesitation, Kelly complied. “Where’s the radio?” 
Loomis said. 

“Through the kitchen to the basement door,” Meeker directed. “Take my 
flashlight.” 

Loomis reached and took the flashlight Meeker held, turned, and exited 
out the kitchen in a hurry, nearly knocking over Meeker’s daughter as she 
went about her business. 

Now for the boy. 

Meeker turned and grabbed him, clenching his arm firmly. Brady broke 
out in nervous perspiration, knowing he was about to get hurt. Instead 

“You know how to handle a gun?” Meeker said. 

What? 

Meeker repeated himself. “A gun. Know how to use one?” 


“Yes, sir.” His voice shook. 

At the same time, Logan entered through the front door and joined 
them, standing, awaiting the sheriff’s next orders. Meeker took the boy over 
to a closet door down the hallway near a back storage room. He opened the 
door, revealing racks of various shot guns. He let go of the boy and reached 
inside, immediately gripping a double barrel. He handed it to Brady. 

“Think you can handle that?” 

“Easy enough,” Brady said, confused. “You want to tell me what’s 
happening?” 

“When I have time.” Then, to Logan, who was stepping up to their 
right, “Where’s your riotgun?” “In the trunk of my squad,” was the reply. 
“Get it.” 

Logan turned on his heels and exited quickly back down the hallway. 
Meeker returned his gaze to the innards of the closet, reached in once again, 
this time removing a tool box and handing it to Brady also. 

“There’s shells for that shotgun in there,” he explained. “You also got a 
hammer an’ four boxes a roofing nails. I want you to go up in the attic and 
secure it so nobody can get in.” 

Brady wasn’t about to panic. But the urgency was there and he could 
not deny that. “If something’s happened I should call my parents....” 

“You just get up in that attic,” Meeker commanded. Once again he went 
into the closet, and this time he pulled out an SPAS-12 gauge autoloader. 
This one was for himself. As he loaded shells into the weapon with long 
practiced ease, he looked back at Brady, who was disappearing down the 
hall. “Oh yeah. I catch you groping my daughter, and Pll use that shotgun 
on you. Understand?” 

Brady understood and nodded, then fearfully went his way. 

Outside, Logan hustled back to the squad. As he went around its side, 
he noticed the rear door open on the driver’s side. Quickly, he looked in and 
saw nothing. Shrugging, he slammed the door and went over to the trunk. 
There was a riotgun inside the trunk, and he removed it along with two 
large boxes of shells. This was all he needed. Carrying them under one arm 
he slammed the trunk down hard, and he hurried back into the house, 
closing the front door behind him. 

Inside, on the first floor of the house, Meeker assisted his daughter in 
locking and securing the shutters and windows. Kelly’s nervousness was 
altogether gone, having fled and replaced by the present’s urgency, although 


deep inside she regretted the sudden intrusion on a salacious evening. She 
could sense her father’s hardened glances, but when she would glance back 
she saw him exigently tending to his business. 

Logan stepped up to the sheriff, riotgun in hand. Meeker turned to meet 
him. 

“Get the outside shutters,” he instructed. 

Logan appeared both dazed and alert at the same time. “What are we 
doing?” 

“Making sure nobody can get in here.” 

“Isn’t all this a little paranoid?” 

Meeker’s glance was stern. “If you’d seen the station house, you 
wouldn’t even ask.” 

Logan turned again and moved down the long side hallway of the first 
floor. As he went, he passed a partially opened doorway, and if he had 
glanced within, even momentarily, he would have seen the blackened view 
of the figure standing motionless within the darkness, waiting in the 
shadows. 

Inside the basement, Loomis scanned the flashlight over dusty 
obstructions and obscurities. The basement was a dark, eerie place made up 
of workbenches, a couple of broken—down ten—speed bikes, an old 
freezer, boxes upon boxes of junk and unwanted items. His flashlight 
brushed into a stringy cobweb, and the doctor tore it away and stepped 
backwards from it. His beam then trailed down to yet another workbench. 

There, at the far end, was the radio. 

oR KK 

Brady passed by a window on the way down the upstairs hallway and 
peeked out for a second’s time. He could view the deputy slamming shutters 
closed over the windows down stairs. After another brief glimpse into the 
outside darkness of the streets across the way, he moved away from the 
window and strode through the hall to the partially opened door at the far 
end. Slowly, he creaked the door opened further and leaned his head inside. 

There, in the shadows on the bed, were Rachel and Jamie. They were 
sitting there, ever so quietly, Rachel holding her younger sister protectively 
yet calmly. 

“Are you two okay?” Brady asked, breaking the silence. 

Rachel didn’t bother to turn. 

“We’ve been better,” she replied sourly. “What’s going on?” 


“Michael Myers.” 

“Who?” 

Rachel then finally looked at him. “Ten years ago, Halloween. He’s 
Jamie’s uncle.” 

“The kids at school were right,” Jamie interrupted, and suddenly she 
began to sob. 

Rachel turned her gaze away from Brady and rocked her gently, 
comforting her, wishing they were someplace else....someplace far away. 
Far away from uncles, far away from Brady. 

Far away. 

Politely, Brady retreated from the bedroom and quietly shut the door, 
leaving them in the darkness. 

At the other end of the hallway, past the staircase, Brady set down the 
gun and the toolbox and reached above his head to the ceiling. His fingers 
fumbled for the handle to the attic door, then grasped it and brought the attic 
staircase down. He propped it against the floor before him. Kneeling, he 
opened the toolbox and fished out a flashlight, closed the box once more, 
then brought everything into his arms and climbed the wood stairs into the 
dust and the blackness. 

oR OK AK 

“That’s all the windows, Dad,” Kelly proclaimed. 

Meeker, his daughter, and Logan now stood together near the front door, 
gazing around, thinking if there was anything left to do; anything they just 
might have overlooked. 

“Okay,” the sheriff said. Then, “Logan, I want you here on the front 
door. Here’s the deadbolt key.” 

“Thanks,” he said, not knowing why. He took the key from the sheriff, 
turned, placed the key in the deadbolt, and turned it. The bolt flew home 
with a dull clack. 

“We’re secure,” Meeker said. “I padlocked the back door. This is the 
only way in or out of the house.” 

After another glance toward the door, he turned and went into the 
kitchen in the direction of the basement staircase. 

Logan surveyed the foyer momentarily, then, turning, he accidentally 
bumped into Kelly. The seriousness had left her eyes, replaced with an 
enticing glare. She grabbed the riotgun barrel with her left hand and, before 
the stunned deputy, gently stroked it suggestively. 


Logan then tugged it from her. “Back off, Kelly. I like my job.” 

Playfully, seductively, Kelly stepped closer to him. “Just wondered if it 
was loaded.” 

Kelly brushed past the deputy and moved off, past the livingroom 
candles and into the long side hallway, disappearing. 

Logan scratched his head feverishly, then, turning to the rear of the 
door, wondered what would happen next, and whispered a prayer for 
daylight. 


Chapter Twenty-five 


Haddonfield Park, or the Terry Grounds as it was sometimes called for a 
reason long forgotten by most, was the blackest part of town at night. This 
was due to the fact that someone had flung bricks at the two light posts 


situated at both ends, and since that incident a few days ago no one had 
time to fix them. 

The darkness was interrupted by the brightness of the headlights of a 
pickup truck, and the air became filled with the roar of an engine and the 
multitudinous voices of townies. 

Earl Ford’s pickup rounded the corner slowly making its way past the 
park, high power flashlights shining from the hands of the men at the back, 
scanning the surrounding area carefully. On the opposite side of the street, 
their beams came across driveways and trash cans, piles of deadened leaves 
and the front porches of various shaped houses, some baring the flicker of 
candles from behind closed drapes within the windows. 

The men were armed, some with pistols and others with shot guns, 
ready for any encounter, grumbling to themselves about catching the son of 
a bitch who had returned to wreck devastation once again upon this town of 
theirs. 

Suddenly, one of them, the one called Orrin, raised a pointing finger and 
called out, “There he is!” 

From the front seat, Earl snatched his Remington twelve gauge pump 
beside him and immediately bailed out of the truck. 

The men hopped from the truck’s bed and joined him, Orrin continuing 
to point out the direction which he referred to. Earl slowly marched up 
toward that direction, pumping the shotgun to ready. Orrin came up beside 
him, leading him further, then stopped in his tracks and rested his finger in 
the direction of a series of heavy bushes beside a modest colonial house. 

“I seen his face!” he half yelled. “Right there, Earl. Right in those 
bushes.” 

The other men readied their rifles and shotguns and pistols, all nervous, 
all shaking, but all as damn well ready as they could ever be in such a 
desperate moment. Fingers were tense on triggers. There was a long pause 
of silence before the bushes began to rattle and rustle, then there was a flash 
of something pale white which darted across the steady beams of their 
flashlights and seemed to move toward them. 

It was then when Earl shouted, “FIRE!” 

The air turned thunderous with the intensity of the pandemonium of 
shotgun blasts as the men opened fire upon the entire range of the bushes. A 
deafening firestorm of buckshot grew into a violent crescendo which 
echoed throughout the expanse of the town, and various front doors in the 


surrounding area opened, curious and startled heads popping out to view the 
commotion. 

Quickly, the bushes began to disintegrate under the constant blasting, 
and several languished seconds passed before the last gun finally emptied 
completely. 

Smoke eddied above the ruined hedges. Leaves and branches were 
blasted virtually to dust. The entire row of what was once hedges stood 
naked and bare before the determined lynch mob. Nothing was left 
untouched; toothpicks and sawdust was what their flashlights now beheld, 
and as the group of men slowly advanced, their flashlights beheld blood. 

Then the pulverized body of a man. 

One man cried out in horror, “Shit, Earl, that’s Ted Hollister!” 

Earl swung around to Orrin. “You told me you saw Myers!” 

Orrin backed away, defensive, yelling. “You told us to fire, not me!” 

Earl dropped his shotgun and hurled a fist at the man, smacking into his 
left jaw. Jolted backwards against the grass, Orrin rose to his feet and 
roadblocked Earl into the nearby dust. As both men began to wrestle, others 
tried despairingly to pull them apart. 


Chapter Twenty-six 


The darkness of the attic tended to be a bit haunting for Brady as he 
finished hammering another window shut. Then again, considering the 
unnerving circumstances, he had every right to feel scared. He remembered 
the stories about Michael Myers, and he remembered standing there as the 
ambulances and paramedics surrounded Laurie Strode’s house after the 
bodies had been found---he was only seven years old at the time, but 
tonight the images wore crystal clear in his mind. 

Jamie’s uncle. 

It was difficult to believe. Yet the whole thing sounded vaguely familiar 
to him; he was almost certain he heard this about Jamie Lloyd before, but 
he figured he must not have paid any attention to it. It was like a dream, or, 
more precisely, like deja vu, this sudden news. 

And Jamie’s uncle was here, somewhere, within this very town. 

God only knew how many people have been killed already, somewhere 
out within the depths of the blackout. He realized it could’ve been him out 
there, dead, later to be driven away on a stretcher with dozens of eyes 
gazing on after him. But he wasn’t out there now; he was in here. He was 
safe. 

Then again, for some reason, he didn’t feel safe. 

He felt vulnerable. 

Yet he had no reason to be. He was truly safe here. Everyone was truly 
safe here. They had weapons, and there was Sheriff Meeker and a deputy 
there to protect them. And he would protect Rachel and Jamie. Oh, and yes, 
he would protect Kelly too. Mustn’t forget about Kelly. 

That was another matter. As he moved on to the very last window (there 
were only three windows in the attic, each side by side towards the front of 
the house), he remembered a few of the momentous times he had shared 
with Rachel, and he remembered how each one of those times ended with a 
slight shove from the girl whenever Brady would try to go too far. Kelly 
wasn’t like that. In fact, with Kelly, he didn’t even have to make the first 
move; it was like he was a magnet to her, and she just came to him. Some 
people called her a slut at one time, with the suicidal boldness to even do it 


in front of her father, and the ordeal went on until it ended with rock salt up 
a boy’s ass from Meeker’s gun. So when it came to notions about sluts, 
well, let’s just say it was all hush hush. 

Besides, Kelly was a babe, wasn’t she? And there were definitely a few 
horny guys out there who’d die just to see what Brady saw tonight. 

But Rachel; well, that was a different story. 

A final swing of the hammer landed painfully on Brady’s thumb. The 
surge of pain shot up through the throbbing bone, and he let out a sudden 
yelp. 

“Jesus!” 

He heard a sound from behind him. Something fell from somewhere on 
the attic’s far side. Startled, nearly forgetting his aching thumb, Brady 
reached for his flashlight, groping. He could only see a slight portion of 
what the moonlight allowed him to see, and the darkness of the room 
encompassed the space where the flashlight was supposed to be. As soon as 
he found it, it toppled over and rolled away from his grip. Finally, he 
retrieved it and flicked it on. He began to scan the room. 

Silence. 

“Who is it?” Brady called. 

As far as he could see, the attic was vacant. There was nothing but 
clutter and stored memorabilia, old picture frames and dusty paintings, 
archaic sculptures, prescriptive metal objects and a boxfull of what seemed 
to be dartboards. His flashlight beam then centered on a moose-head 
rocking, slowing into a halt. 

Cautiously, Brady advanced deeper into the room, occasionally glancing 
back at his shotgun resting propped up against the wall where he finished 
the windows. The blackness descended behind him and he continued, and 
his figure was chased by numerous shadows. 

Still, he found nothing. 

KK AK 

Rachel stared blankly out the room’s window. She gazed down upon the 
deserted streets across the way, the only illumination being that of the 
moonlight. Her eyes had become accustomed to the dark. Her thoughts 
were on fear, on Brady, on the night. 

She realized she was growing to hate Halloween. Everything bad 
happened on Halloween, and she didn’t know why. Come to think of it, the 
same rang true for all holidays. She couldn’t understand it. She’d ponder 


upon it in depth later; for now, all she could do was continue to gaze 
blankly out this window, the possibility of certain doom for both herself and 
for her foster sister hanging over her head like a curse. 

Yes, she was afraid. Deathly afraid. But she knew she mustn’t let Jamie 
know she was. Rachel was there to protect her foster sister. And the only 
way to protect your foster sister from the nightmare man was to not have 
any nightmares yourself. 

Right? 

Rachel managed to move. She turned slightly to Jamie, whose figure 
she could see on the bed. She was sitting there motionless, gazing down 
into the palms of her hands. Rachel then stood and crossed over to her, 
kneeling down beside her. 

She spoke in a soft, comforting whisper. “I want you to lie down and try 
to go to sleep.” 

“I can’t sleep,” the little girl responded gazing up at her darkened 
outline. “The nightmare man will come. He’ll get me.” 

Lovingly, Rachel lay Jamie backwards on the bed and pulled a folded 
comforter up and over her arms. She had to be delicate, for Jamie was a 
delicate little six— year—old. 

“Nobody’s gonna get you while I’m around,” Rachel told her. She felt 
for her sister’s hair and gently caressed it. 

“Promise?” 

“Promise,” she replied. “Now close your eyes.” Jamie said, “Can we go 
home soon, Rachel?” Rachel thought momentarily, then, “Real soon, 
kiddo.” Another pause. “Real soon. Now, shhhh.” 
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The flashlight flickered in Loomis’ hands. He firmly tapped it with his 
palm and it resumed to shine upon the front of the shortwave radio’s 
instruments. He was standing, stooping over the sheriff’s shoulders as the 
sheriff sat before the device, adjusting it as was necessary. 

“How is it powered?” Loomis asked him. 

“Batteries. I was planning a generator for the house next week. Wish I 
hadn’t waited.” After making the proper final adjustments, Meeker drew the 
radio microphone to his lips. He spoke into it. “This is Squawk seven finer 
zero Haddonfield broadcasting on State Police emergency frequency. Does 
anyone hear me?” 

The radio hissed in reply. 
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Downstairs, Kelly proceeded to make coffee by candlelight, boiling 
water in a kettle over a gas flame burner in the kitchen. She possessed only 
one candle; the remainder were in the livingroom and foyer, giving 
company to Logan, who’d pulled up an easy chair and sat there with the 
riotgun in his lap. He seemed to be alert, and whenever Kelly glanced his 
way she could see that his eyes rarely wandered far from the front door. 

As she stood watching him, she remembered the intimacy between 
herself and Brady that evening. She was stricken with an overwhelming 
sense of disappointment, but she realized that there was simply nothing she 
could do at the moment. Besides, her father was there. 

Oh well; she had enough to worry about. There was no power, and there 
was a crazed lunatic killer somewhere out on the streets. Things couldn’t 
really get any worse. 

Could they? 

The wind outside rustled branches against the window glass, 
momentarily startling her. She took a second to glance around the empty 
kitchen. Like most children, she used to be afraid of the dark. She 
experienced a slight chill and told herself that there was nothing to fear but 
the dark itself. Or did the saying go there’s nothing to fear but fear itself? 
Anyway, it was something like that. 

But regardless of how the saying went, regardless of how many excuses 
she could give herself or how she tried to explain it away, she knew she was 
afraid. 
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Upstairs, in the master bedroom, Rachel stood and leaned over her 
foster sister, lightly kissing her forehead. 

All was quiet around the two girls, and Jamie was finally dozing under 
the comforter. Rising, careful not to awaken the sleeping child, she gave her 
a final glance, after which she silently exited the room, leaving the door 
ajar. 

The hall was nearly a pitch black, and the adjustment Rachel’s eyes had 
developed to the lack of light didn’t seem to aid her all that much. As she 
felt for the side wall, she made her way down the hallway’s blackness. She 
cursed herself for not being equipped with a flashlight. Surely the sheriff 
himself possessed other flashlights hidden somewhere around the house. 


She could have asked, but at the time she simply had given no thought 
about it. 

Barely up ahead, she could view the ghostly outline of the top of the 
Staircase. She reached out and grabbed part of the top portion of the 
banister. Slowly, she began to descend. 

Step by careful step, she made her way down to the bottom end and into 
the glow of the livingroom candlelight from the fireplace and the television. 

There was the deputy, seated in the easy chair, his body facing the front 
door. As soon as the young lady moved into his line of sight, he spoke to 
her and she turned. 

“Everything okay?” 

“Jamie’s sleeping,” she told him quietly. The dark atmosphere had a 
certain property which made everyone seem to whisper for no clear reason. 
Still, however, she didn’t mind. What she did mind was getting the hell out 
of this situation. “Jamie’s sleeping. When can we go home?” 

“State Police’ll come,” Logan assured her. “Not long after that. Don’t 
worry.” 

“Pm trying,” she said. 

Actually, she had plenty to worry about; for the figure that watched 
from the shadows behind them, the figure that stood there, motionless, that 
eventually drifted back into the confines of their shared darkness, was 
waiting, his unearthly mind contemplating patiently behind the pasty white 
blankness of his mask. 
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Meeker tuned the radio’s receiver again for a clear message, and a voice 
began to fade in. Loomis leaned close to the speaker, listening intently. 

“I hear someone,” he said. 

From the radio came a low, semi—raspy utterance, then the voice came 
in more lucid. “This is Frank Butte over in Tuckerville. You got some kind 
of emergency?” 

“Thank Christ,” Meeker exclaimed. Then into the microphone, “Yes, 
this is Ben Meeker, the sheriff over in Haddonfield. Our power and phone 
lines are down and we’ve got a killer loose in our streets. Michael Myers.” 

The voice sounded perplexed and angered. “This some kind a 
Halloween prank?” 

Meeker’s voice was tense. “This isn’t a joke. We need the State Police 
and we need them now!” 


A pause. “Pll give ‘em a call right away. Hang on a sec, I’m gonna need 
name and address.” 

“We’re not going anywhere, Mr. Butte.” 

Loomis exhaled, relieved. At least, he was somewhat relieved. Now 
these people would be safe. The State Police would be there soon. Now, he 
knew what he personally had to do. He turned and proceeded to climb the 
Stairs to the kitchen. 

Inside the kitchen, Kelly was in the process of pouring the coffee into 
various multi-colored mugs which played with the shadows in the 
candlelight. Loomis stepped up out of the basement at just about the same 
time that Rachel entered via the livingroom. 

Loomis asked Rachel, “Is your sister all right?” 

“She’s fine,” Rachel answered. 

“Good.” 

Near the downstairs foyer, the doctor approached the deputy, and Logan 
turned. 

“The sheriff has radioed for help,” he said to the deputy. “They’ll be 
here soon.” 

Logan scratched his chin, the other hand remaining clenched to the 
riotgun. “Helluva night.” 

Instead of agreeing, Loomis replied, “It’s not over yet, deputy.” 

The doctor buttoned his overcoat halfway, turned, and headed for the 
front door, knowing what he had to do; the task that at times he felt he was 
born to carry out. His hand reached out and grasped the deadbolt, turning 
the key and grabbing the knob to open the door. Logan jumped up to stop 
him. 

“Where are you going?” 

“The Caruther’s house,” the doctor said sternly. “That’s where Jamie 
lives. That’s where he’ll wait for her. And that’s where Pll be waiting for 
him.” 

“Leave Myers for the State boys,” Logan insisted. 

Loomis shot back a glance. “The State Police won’t know what to look 
for. Or how to stop him.” 

“Do you know?” 

Loomis could not answer that. All he knew was to exit out that front 
door; what he must do. The deputy reluctantly allowed him past, and 
Loomis pulled the door opened, disappearing into the night. The deputy 


watched as the figure in the overcoat strode quickly down the walkway, and 
he shook his head. 

He closed the door and relocked it. 
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In the kitchen, Kelly was searching almost recklessly for a cup of sugar, 
accidentally knocking a tall glass from the sink and sending it crashing to 
the floor. 

“Shit,” she exclaimed, and, for the time being, she kicked a few of the 
shards over to a space on the floor near the plastic wastebasket. 

As she did so, Rachel, who had been standing along the sidelines 
watching quietly, stepped close to one of the opened cupboards. She 
reached upwards and closed it, then pulled an object out from the back of 
the counter top. It was a sugar bowl. 

“Looking for this?” she said. 

Kelly turned to her and saw what the girl held, irritated. “Look, I didn’t 
know you and Brady had anything going, okay?” 

“You knew,” she said calmly. “You just didn’t care.” 

“He’s not married or anything,” Kelly defended. “I’ve got a right to do 
what’s best for me.” 

This was one goddamn bitch, Rachel thought to herself. She was a slut, 
there were no two ways about it, and the hell with the fact that she 
happened to be the sheriff ’s daughter. 

Rachel proclaimed dramatically, “Future home- wreckers of America, 
unite! Your future president has spoken.” 

Kelly appeared annoyed. Not only was she a bitchy slut, but she was 
even a bitchy, conceited slut at that, Rachel thought. 

Kelly told her, “Wise up to what men want, Rachel. Or Brady won’t be 
the last man you lose to another woman.” 

And with that, Rachel reached for a mug of coffee and splashed it across 
the girl’s t—shirt. Startled, Kelly jumped back. The wetness didn’t scorch 
her, and she was grateful to herself for making the coffee set in expectation 
for the lost sugar bowl. 

“Have some coffee,” Rachel said. She pushed past Kelly and descended 
into the basement and out of sight. 

Unbelieving, Kelly stood there for a moment and absorbed the insult as 
her shirt absorbed the coffee. Angered, she stepped into the nearby laundry 
room and stripped out of the shirt. Her bra had been flung over to the other 


side of the couch when her father had pulled up in the driveway before; all 
her experience still didn’t amount to an entirely successful last minute 
practiced dress. Pausing to wipe the slight wetness from her breasts which 
glistened in the moonlight streaming down from the nearby window, she 
threw the shirt into the empty machine and fished for one of her father’s 
flannel button—downs. She found one, sorting through a nearby pile, 
slipped it on and buttoned it up. 

For the life of her, she couldn’t understand why someone like Brady 
would have the slightest interest in a girl as dull as Rachel. She then threw 
it from her mind, not wanting to deal with such trivialities. 

“Bitch,” she muttered to herself. 
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Jamie was awake. Her eyes opened to the darkness of the bedroom, and 
she sat up and gazed around, her eyes accustomed to the lack of light but 
not being able to locate any sign of her foster sister. 

Frightened, although not tremendously, at least not yet, she called out, 
“Rachel?” 

But there was no answer. 

Nobody’s gonna get you while I’m around, Jamie recalled Rachel 
saying. Promise. 

But Rachel wasn’t there, was she? 

Jamie cast her gaze on the semi—opened door. Rachel will be back, she 
told herself. 

But somehow there was a lingering doubt. 
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Rachel stepped over behind Meeker, and the sheriff acknowledged her 
presence with a weary smile. Then something else began to come in from 
the radio. As Rachel leaned over, Meeker lost whatever smile he had, his 
face turning hard and rigid. He listened to the radio cross talk among the 
stridency of squelch and interference. 

a corner Elm and Gateway....” a voice spoke within the speaker of 
the black box. “....shot Ted Hollister by mistake. Musta been takin’ a piss 
Or...” 

A new voice, deeper: “Is he dead...?” 

The other voice said, “Well, he sure ain’t livin’.” 

“Aw, Christ,” the sheriff muttered. He snatched up the microphone and 
spoke into it. “Is Earl Ford out there, this is Sheriff Meeker.” There was 


now only static. “Answer me, dammit!” 

More static. 

Meeker angrily rose to his feet. Stooping, he grabbed his shotgun. 

“Sheriff,” Rachel asked, “what’s going on out there?” 

“Just wait here by the radio,” Meeker instructed. “The State boys are 
going to send word once they’re enroute. When that word comes, tell 
deputy Logan. You understand?” 

Rachel nodded. 

Meeker headed for the stairs, kicking his foot into a metal object as he 
went, nearly tripping, semi— exhausted. 

Alone, Rachel was in charge of the radio. She was scared, not because 
she was by herself in a dark basement but, oddly enough, because of the 
pressure of responsibility. What the hell did she know about talking into a 
police radio? Hell, she didn’t even know what breaker breaker meant. She 
thought she knew what ten-four meant. 

God, what if she said the wrong thing? What could she do? 

But in the midst of her panic, she realized that all she had to do was talk 
plain English. The God of the shortwave radios could punish her later. Or 
something like that. 

She plunked down on the wooden chair in front of the small shortwave 
unit and stared at the instruments. The darkness surrounded her with the 
exception of the bright beam of the flashlight which rested on the bench 
beside the black, static filled box. She decided she would only touch it if 
someone called for her. 

Or if she had to call for someone. 

Which wouldn’t be necessary, of course. 

She thought of Jamie upstairs. That girl didn’t deserve this terror. What 
in God’s name would allow something like this to happen to such a sweet 
little girl as she? It just didn’t seem fair. But then again, the world didn’t 
seem fair. 

Nothing seemed fair anymore. 

But there she sat, waiting impatiently for the State Police to come and 
rid the night of the darkness. 

Out in the foyer, Sheriff Meeker turned the key which opened the 
deadbolt to the front door. Logan jumped to his feet from the easy chair and 
went to him. Before the sheriff stepped outside, he checked his shotgun 
momentarily. 


Then, to the deputy, he said, “I’ll be at Elm and Gateway. Doubt I’ Il be 
back before the troopers get here, but.....” 

“Maybe you ought to stay till they do.” 

Meeker said, “I’ve got a town full of beer bellies running around the 
dark with shotguns. Who’s next? Somebody’s wife? Somebody’s kid? I 
can’t sit by for that. Not and carry a badge.” 

As Meeker proceeded to exit, Logan stopped him. “Watch yourself out 
there, Ben. Those beer bellies aren’t the only bad news on the streets.” 

“Just keep this door locked,” the sheriff said, “and your eyes open.” 

Logan closed the front door once again and threw the lock in place, 
leaving the key in the mechanism. Sighing, he turned and proceeded back to 
the easy chair with his riotgun in hand. 


Chapter Twenty-seven 


In the kitchen, Kelly readied the coffee for serving and set a steaming 
mug on a metal tray. Taking the tray with her, she walked towards the 
kitchen exit in the direction of the livingroom. The candle at the sink 
flickered with the soft breeze of her movements. On her way out, she 
banged her foot in the darkness of the space beside her, stubbing a bare toe 
against the leg of the kitchen table. 

“Shit!” 

She could feel the vibrations of the swirling of the coffee within the 
mug, but she could not detect whether or not it spilled. She despised the 
darkness and cursed it, setting the tray down and massaging her throbbing 
toe. Why the hell did there have to be a goddamn power outage this night 
for, anyway? She thought, if there was a God out there, he was probably 
getting His kicks right now, watching and laughing as Kelly stood there, 
blindly aiding her naked, aching toe. 

This was great; just great. 

Moderately flustered, she grabbed the tray from the table. With each 
new step, however, despite the pain, her frustrations began to dwindle. This 
coffee was for the deputy, and she wanted to be nice to him. 

God knew everyone was tired and at least somewhat spooked from this 
entire affair, and Logan was no exception. Besides, he was responsible for 
protecting them now. He was in charge. 

And maybe, just maybe, she could get somewhere with him later. 
Remember, Daddy wasn’t there no more. 

Shadows played with her figure, and a shapely, black ghost fluttered and 
danced across the furniture and walls, moving as she did through the 
livingroom over the carpet and past the fireplace. The luminosity of 
candlelight accompanied her as she went, entering the foyer with tray in 


hand and setting it down on an antique lowboy. Kelly watched as Logan 
remained seated in the easy chair, head and back turned towards her, 
awaiting quietly for the slightest sounds of calamity. 

Kelly spoke out, breaking the silence. 

“Thought you might like some coffee,” she said. Then, “Pretty boring 
out here.” 

Logan said nothing, remaining alert, ignoring her presence. She 
continued, “I wish they’d fix the power. So dark, I just stubbed my 
goddamn toe on the kitchen table. And at least we could have some MTV 
while we wait for the cavalry.” Logan refused to reply. “You’re coffee’s 
gonna get cold.” 

Silence. 

In the shadows, beside Kelly and on top of the antique lowboy, was an 
unlit candle and a book of matches which bore the words SOOKIE’S DEN 
embossed on the front. She grabbed the matchbook and struck a match, 
illuminating the terror—glazed pupils of Logan’s mangled face, his body 
distortedly propped up against the foot of the lowboy in a bloody heap. 

Kelly’s hand went to her mouth, and she would have let out a horrified 
scream if it weren’t for the sensation of her heart crawling up her windpipe 
to plop out of her widened mouth and into the stiffness of her palm. In a 
mixture of utter revulsion and shock, she stepped backwards as the figure of 
the one in the mask rose from the deputy’s easy chair in full proportion, 
towering before her. Before she had time to think, the shape grabbed her; 
the immediate surge of agony swelled up from her abdomen, and it took but 
a split second’s time before she realized she was impaled, the riotgun barrel 
already through her torso and the wood of the foyer closet behind her, and 
this terror was the last sensation she felt before she knew no more. 

There was no sound, no struggle. The shape released her and stepped 
back, gazing in morbid admiration as the body of the teenage girl hung 
there before him, the wetness of her blood seeping from the obstruction 
protruding from her waist. 
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The radio began to chatter in front of Rachel’s languishing eyes. She 
suddenly became alert, and her mind was filled with a sense of panic as she 
realized it was time to get on the ball. 

Okay, this is it; don’t worry about saying the right radio lingo, just go 
for it, babe. 


From the black box before her, the voice was low and faint: “Should 
have cars dispatched in five minutes. Their ETA should be thirty minutes 
from that time. Over.” 

Rachel pressed the mike switch nervously. “Uh, okay, great. We’ll be 
waiting. Uh over and out.” 

Good. That was good, Rach. Maybe you’ll grow to be a truck driver. 
Pays pretty good. 

She rose now from the chair and headed for the basement stairs. Giving 
a slight yawn, she ascended into the kitchen. 

The candle had burnt out near the stove, and Rachel had to feel her way 
around the table to make her way to the exit at the other end, past the 
laundry. Past the downstairs hallway, she made her way into the flickering 
glow of the livingroom, eyes casually searching for that retarded bitch 
called Kelly or for anybody, for that matter. There was a candle illuminating 
the front foyer where the deputy sat, and she moved in that direction. 

As she stepped into the circle of light, she stopped short. It took a 
moment for the reality of it all to sink in, and when it did, it hit her with 
full, terrifying force. Eyes growing wide with shock and her mind coming 
alive with ultimate havoc, she managed to scream. As the cries took flight 
from her trembling lips, she backed away from the two bodies; upon a 
second glance she noticed that the deputy’s head was pivoted completely 
around, the sightless eyes gazing past the impaled body of Kelly. The 
teenage daughter of Sheriff Meeker hung limply from the foyer closet door. 
Rachel looked down and realized she was stepping into blood—soaked 
carpet, each backwards step creating a slick splotching sound as if her 
tennis shoes were sucking into shallow mud. 

In utter disbelief, her mind swirling as if in the midst of some morbid, 
drug-induced nightmare, she backed clear through the shadows of the 
livingroom completely until she backpeddled into the first few steps of the 
Staircase. She found it difficult to breath, the air coming in short, shallow 
gasps. 

Her mind diverted to her foster sister, and she immediately cried out in 
anguish. “Jamie!” 

She quickly scrambled up the staircase toward the darkened depths of 
the second floor, falling and attempting to relocate her footing, constantly 
spinning her head toward the nightmare over her shoulder and below. 
Finally, she made it to the upstairs hallway and rose completely to her feet. 


She ran, and when she arrived at the threshold of the master bedroom, threw 
the door opened at once. 

The bed was empty. 

The room was empty. 

Her eyes searched frantically. There was no Jamie. Her hand made for 
the light switch before she remembered there was no more light. A thought 
came across her mind: there may never be light ever again. 

She stepped back in panic from the room’s emptiness, turned, and 
headed once again for the staircase. Continuing to run, she descended into 
the candlelight of the downstairs livingroom. 

“Oh God. Oh God,” she panted, and for another moment lost hold of her 
sense of direction, her vision in a blur. She found her legs taking her down 
the hallway to her left---she thought it was her left---and as she turned the 
comer into one of the rooms she came upon the darkened figure. Hands 
shot out to her, grasping her shoulders painfully, and she let out yet another 
terrified scream. 

It was Brady, shocked. “What’s going on?” 

Rachel couldn’t catch her breath. Instead, her words came out in stutters 
and gasps, “Got to find Jamie....” 

“What we’ve got to do is get the hell outta here.” 

Rachel shrieked. “NOT WITHOUT JAMIE!” “Look at those two back 
there,” Brady yelled. 

“Do you really think Brady stands a chance 

“She’s not dead.” 

Brady let go of her and ran from the hallway and out into the foyer, 
Rachel following after him mindlessly. He reached for the deadbolt, then 
his fingers stopped short as his eyes beheld that there wasn’t a key. 
Something clinked across the section of the floor where the carpet ended, 
and he looked down. There, at his feet, was the end of the deadbolt key. A 
glance upwards revealed the other end stuck within the keyhole. 

Brady panicked and turned to Rachel. “Is there another key? Answer 
me!” 

“I don’t know!” Rachel yelled back. 

“Stand back....” 

Brady brought up his double barrel shotgun and fired into the deadbolt, 
shattering and blasting away the surface wood. The two stepped back as the 
splintered wood revealed a solid steel underlay. 
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1? 


“Its metal,” Brady exclaimed, “....goddamn metal 

Rachel looked at it. “What’s that mean?” “It means we’re trapped in this 
house.” 

Rachel turned suddenly and rushed toward the stairs. Brady followed 
her. 

In the upstairs hallway, Rachel reached the top and cast her gaze toward 
the door to the master bedroom. Brady came up beside her and halted. As 
they both watched, the master bedroom door began to creak open, revealing 
nothing but shadows beyond. Upon pausing for a quick decision, Rachel 
took a tentative step forward. 

“Jamie?” she called. 

The door gaped open like a huge hollow mouth of a giant; its mystery 
beckoned her, and she hesitantly proceeded to oblige. At the opposite end of 
the hall, another door opened along the side, and amidst the sounds of a 
toilet flushing, out stepped the six-year-old Jamie. 

Brady glanced her way, but their was little time to be relieved. At the 
master bedroom threshold stood the motionless figure of the shape as if he 
simply materialized. 

Jamie screamed. 

“Get back,” Brady shouted, motioning, “Rachel, get back!” 

Rachel stumbled away as the towering shape began to advance upon 
them. Brady stood there, his shotgun up, aimed and ready, and he pulled the 
trigger. 

Nothing but dead clicks. He forgot to reload. 

“Shit!” 

The shape continued down the dark hallway rather quickly now, and 
Rachel scrambled over to her foster sister and grabbed her into her arms 
desperately. Just as desperately, Brady removed shells from his front jeans 
pocket and fumbled with them clumsily, hands shaking, until he finally 
broke down the shotgun. 

Turning, he managed one final glance at Jamie as the little girl shouted, 
“Up Rachel. Go up!” 

Rachel saw the attic stairs behind her and immediately began to climb 
them as fast as she could, her feet stumbling over empty space, her hands 
helping the little girl in front and above her. 

Just as Brady managed the shotgun ready, the shape was upon him. It 
was too late. A shadowy hand reached out and fingers quickly grasped the 


muzzle as Brady fired into the side wall, creating a wooden crater to the 
thing’s left. Without further pause, the shape heaved the teenager into the 
wall, a single powerful thrust, and Brady felt instant, sharp pains as ribs 
snapped inside him. He wailed. Using the shotgun stock as a club, the boy 
managed a furious swing through the air which cracked across the dark 
figure’s temple, rocking the shape on his heels. Brady sprawled sideways, 
his world a fearful frenzy, whirling in every direction, his mind barely being 
able to issue a single thought. 

“Son of a bitch!” 

All he could do was swing the double barrel, using the might of both 
hands as he did so, blindly at first, hitting through the air and creating a 
short whistling sound. His thoughts began to form gradually once more, and 
he thought he managed another fortunate strike until he realized that the 
shape had caught the gun once again in its grip, and within the same 
moment it was out of his hands completely and flinging through the air; 
before he realized it, something---perhaps the gun itself or the shape’s 
hardened fist, he couldn’t tell what---dove into Brady’s face, snapping his 
jaw and breaking teeth. The teenager then reeled over and into the hallway’s 
carpet at the shape’s feet. 

With his remaining strength, Brady brought himself up along the side of 
the wall and staggered back upright. He brought a quivering hand to his 
face and felt the thick wetness of his own blood. Leaning forward and 
facing the shape, he stood there, frantic, wondering what the hell to do next. 
If he didn’t do anything, he would surely die. If he did something, he would 
find himself dead anyway. But if he managed to do something right, if, by 
the grace of God, he managed to kill the thing, he would become the town 
hero. 

Crazily, he snickered at the absurdity. 

Nevertheless, he threw out a hard right towards the shape, connecting, 
the shape’s head rolling to one side against the other wall. Brady was 
stunned at his own strength, and for one single final moment, he thought 
deliriously that he would win. He managed another right, his confidence 
building. 

The shape lunged out suddenly and grabbed the boy’s fist. Bones 
cracked and popped, and as the hallway became filled with Brady’s cries of 
utter agony, he at once felt a tremendous hand grabbing hold of his skull, 
pressing, palms forcing to meet through intervening bone. 


OK KK 


Inside the darkness of the attic, Rachel and Jamie were cowering within 
the far corner when they heard Brady’s screams below; the screams stopped 
abruptly, punctuated by the wet crack of bone. 

The older girl had managed to close the attic door, and upon hearing the 
sudden silence below, she rushed back feverishly and proceeded to throw 
chairs, end tables---anything she could find---against the door. 

On the other side, the shape’s hand grabbed the doorknob and forced the 
door open, foot by foot, until Rachel gave an urgent shriek and gave up, 
retreating back to the corner with her foster sister. 

Cowering again with Jamie, holding her close, she cried out to the 
figure, “Leave us alone! Please. Leave us alone!” 

After an anguished moment, Rachel cast her gaze upon Brady’s tool 
box. Letting go of Jamie, she anxiously rushed for it. She grabbed it, her 
mind and body overlooking the weight of the thing which, normally for a 
girl her size could have been quite heavy, and she threw it against one of the 
windows. The box smashed through boisterously, shards of glass flying 
onto the attic floor. 

Outside, there was a narrow lip on which to stand, beyond that was a 
two-and-a-half—story drop into the night. Carefully, Rachel leaned over 
and grabbed Jamie, pulling her up and onto her back. Desperately, the little 
girl held on, clenching. 

Behind them, the shape loomed up the attic stairs, his dark figure rising 
slowly like the shadow of death itself, methodically and soundlessly. 

Rachel called out to Jamie before they set out to flee. “Hang tight, 
Jamie.” 

As quickly and as carefully as she could, Rachel stepped out the attic 
window and balanced on the ledge. She straightened herself, mindful of the 
tenuousness of the wooden lip, gazing warily at the steep upward slope just 
inches away. She leaned away from the window and pressed her body 
against the cold slate roofing tiles, the brisk wind coming down upon her 
from one side bringing with it a bitter chill. Jamie weighed her down a bit, 
clinging to her back the way she was, gripping with her life, but Rachel 
forced herself to get used to it. She couldn’t fail. To fail meant to die, and 
for Jamie to die along with her. 

As soon as she acquired a reasonable foothold, she glanced around her 
and caught sight of the chimney and the aerial. As swiftly and as steadily as 


she could, she proceeded to attempt a climb toward it. 

When she was reasonably beyond the forefront of the broken window, 
she chanced a look back and in doing so nearly lost her handhold. Startled, 
she saw the voluminous effigy of her pursuer as he emerged from the 
shattered attic window and stepped over onto the roof. With mechanical 
precision, he made his advance toward the two girls, climbing, gaining. 

Rachel continued climbing upwards and to the side, growing nearer and 
nearer toward the roof’s peak. Jamie turned and gazed back down just as 
the shape reached a large, burly hand for Rachel’s left ankle, then she 
quickly turned back to Rachel. 

“Your left foot! Move your left foot.....!” 

As soon as the hand came down, Rachel moved it away briskly, the 
hand clasping empty air. 

Finally, at last, the girls reached the roof’s peak. Rachel set Jamie down 
momentarily as she glanced frantically around.” 

There was nowhere to run. They were trapped. 

And there, before them, was their murderer. 

oR KK 

Halloween night had never been this cold. Perhaps it was merely the 
circumstance rather than the weather. Nevertheless, Rachel and Jamie were 
quite helpless there, on the very top of Sheriff Meeker’s roof, and Jamie’s 
uncle was there directly before them, ready to kill. There was absolutely 
nothing for them to do; no where to turn, nothing to fight with. Rachel 
lowered herself and scooped up her foster sister once again into her arms 
and held her close. She could feel Jamie shaking from the chill of fear, and 
she realized that a great deal of the shaking came from her own self also. 

“Rachel?” Jamie called out in panic, “Rachel, what are we going to 
do?” 

The shape slowly advanced, towering over them in shadow. 

Rachel tried to keep her foster sister calm, brushing her fingers gently 
through her hair nervously. “Try to go to sleep, sweetheart.” 

Jamie laid her head on Rachel’s shoulder and shut her eyes. It was then 
that Rachel looked out into the darkness and spotted something. 

A tree branch; it was over at the roof’s far side, a bit more than a stretch 
away but close enough for a slim chance of escape. Quickly, just as the dark 
figure moved upon them mere steps away, Rachel hurried Jamie over to the 
branch and turned her over towards it. 


“Jamie,” she told her, “I want you to grab the branch. Grab the branch, 
and climb down that tree. I want you to hurry.” 

Jamie reached and strained, Rachel gripping her as close to the branch 
as she could. The shape was almost upon them. A few yards more, and 

Jamie’s fingers brushed against leaves just shy of solid wood. 

“I can’t,” the little girl cried out. 

“Try!” 

At last, Jamie found a firm hold on the branch and pulled away from 
Rachel, scrambling to the tree trunk. She looked back, screaming. 

“Jump, Rachel!” 

Just as the shape came upon her, she took to the air toward the tree. She 
managed somewhat of a hold, but it was the firm grip of the dark man 
behind her, yanking hard at her right ankle, which caused the fall. Breaking 
through a series of thin branches and leaves, she screamed until she 
thumped onto downward tiles of the lower roof and began to slide further. 
As she went, she reached out a hand and grabbed hold of the gutter. It held 
her weight for but a moment’s time before it broke loose, sending the girl 
tumbling out of sight over the side. 

There Jamie was, face to face with the very thing that wanted her dead, 
the two staring upon each other from tree to rooftop: one staring in want 
and fascination, the other in fear and hatred. 

The little girl climbed down the tree as fast as her six-year—old body 
allowed her to, her clown suit partially shredding and ripping against the 
bark and protruding branches. Halfway, she was forced to fight her way 
down amongst several branch groupings. Finally she broke free and 
tumbled downward to the grass lawn below. Springing to her feet, she ran 
around to the front of the house where Rachel’s body disappeared. 

There she was; Rachel, lying quietly and motionless half in and half out 
of the hedges. Jamie rushed over to her. 

“Come alive, Rachel.” Kneeling, she wept and placed her foster sister’s 
tilted head into her arms. She noticed a little dribble of dark blood running 
down the side of Rachel’s head and neck. She sat there, rocking the 
teenager, trying failingly to bring her to her feet. “Oh please don’t be dead, 
Rachel. Please, please don’t be dead. Come alive, Rachel. COME ALIVE. 
OH, PLEASE COME ALIVE. COME ALIVE!” 

But her friend and sister remained unmoving like a torn rag doll, eyes 
closed and mouth silent. Jamie continued to sit there with her, sobbing. 


Her despair over Rachel was overcome by the fearful notion that Uncle 
Michael could appear right behind her at any instant and catch her. Her eyes 
left Rachel at the impulse to turn, and she spun around to face the rest of the 
yard. The yard was empty but for the twisted moonlit web of shadow the 
tree cast, stretching into the blackness of the hedges and trellises of 
climbing roses. 

A section of the shadows began to move. 

What stepped out from the yard’s black void wasn’t Uncle Michael. 
Jamie remained still as the figure further advanced into view. As it drew 
closer beneath an illumination of nighttime sky, she began to make out who 
it was. 

It was a woman. 

It was her mother. 

Jamie breathed, “Mommy?” 

The woman wore what appeared to be a brightly-colored nightgown, a 
trail of dark buttons and lace dripping down the front to a hem hung past 
her ankles. Her arms were crossed in a self embrace as if she was cold. 

Then one hand extended out to her daughter. 

“Jamie,” spoke Laurie Strode, her eyes never leaving the little girl. “I 
want you to live for me. You’re not going to give in and let him take you. 
Snap out of it. You must snap out of it and run. Go, run!” “Mommy,” Jamie 
asked her, “am I going to heaven now?” 

But Mommy was suddenly no longer there. 

The spell of the vision was broken, replaced by the tangible reality of 
the masked shape of her uncle looming over her. 

Jamie immediately scrambled to her feet. Leaving Rachel’s body 
behind, she dashed across the lawn, nearly slipping on a streak of wetness, 
then reached the sidewalk and street. 

The silent stalker continued in pursuit. 

Down the street, at the center of the intersection, Jamie faltered 
minutely, considering a direction. Frantically, she chose one and continued 
to run amidst the street’s all consuming darkness. Darting furiously, she 
kept her gaze before her this time, fearing that if she looked back she would 
see her nightmare man reaching out just inches from her back. In reality, the 
shadowy shape was in the distance, walking, seemingly taking its time as if 
in all confidence at winning its prey. 


As she ran, she cried out, hoping someone in the town would oblige her, 
praying someone would be able to hide her and save her. “Help! Somebody, 
help me!” 

As she went, doors began to open around her, but as soon as they 
opened, they closed just as quickly, and the sounds of locks and deadbolts 
echoed and rang through her ears and fed her terror and helplessness. 

“Somebody please help me!” 

But there was no use. The nightmare man did not stop coming. 

He would never stop. 


Chapter Twenty—eight 


Jamie rounded the black street corner, silence encompassing her with 
the exception of her exhausted gasps for breath. She stopped momentarily, 
resting at the sidewalk, leaning against the shadowy outline of a birch tree. 

She cast her gaze behind her, expecting her pursuer to be close at hand. 
As she looked, she saw no one. There was only the wind and the night. 
More concerned than ever, she shot glances all around her, expecting to see 
the shape elsewhere in an unexpected spot, stalking her from somewhere, 
ready to attack his victim. All was still silent. 

As much as she could see through the night, the little girl saw nothing of 
the thing that chased her down the streets. She realized that she would much 
rather see him, knowing where he was, than suddenly stumble directly into 
his grip. She even glanced up into the thickness of the birch tree. 

Nothing. Nothing anywhere. 


But she hadn’t contemplating that her stalker might possibly be around 
the bulk of the tree, and when she backed blindly into the figure, she 
screamed. 

It was him. 

No; wait 

The figure was much shorter. It knelt down, and Jamie found herself 
face to face with a wearisome and concerned Doctor Loomis. 

“What are you doing out here alone?” he demanded. 

At first, Jamie didn’t know what exactly to say. Her mind was a 
whirlwind. But then the words did come, and she spoke them out, 
“Everybody’s dead.” Then, softy, “I just want to go home.” 

“No,” Loomis said, “I’ve just come from there. That’s the first place 
he’ll look for you.” 

The doctor rose back to his feet and took the little girl’s hand. He would 
have felt her nervous trembling if it weren’t for the trembling his own hand 
generated itself. 

“Come on,” he continued. “We’ve got to get you out of here.” 

As fast as her legs could carry her, Loomis ran with the girl down the 
avenue, and within a few moments, Unexpectedly, the power returned to the 
town. Porch lights, street lights---even the sounds of television sets, 
suddenly popped on. The streets of Haddonfield were illuminated once 
again. The two were somewhat relieved, but the strict meaning of the word 
was far from what they actually felt. Loomis’ mind was feverishly working 
on a location in which to hide. He knew, in reality, that there was no such 
place. Reaching into the inside of his overcoat, he pulled out his 9mm pistol 
and held it firmly, expecting anything. 

As they went, Jamie called out to him, “Is my uncle really the 
Boogeyman?” 

“Tm sorry, Jamie,” Loomis told her, “but your uncle is something far 
worse.” 


Chapter Twenty-nine 


A few lights came alive at Haddonfield Elementary School. During the 
night most of the usual lights clicked off by the commands of a timer 
leaving on a few outside entrance lights. The school was illuminated just 
enough now as the city’s power returned, driving away two young lovers 
from the bushes near the kindergarten classrooms. It wasn’t merely the 
sudden appearance of light which spooked them into dressing as did Brady 
and Kelly, but the presence of people---what looked like an older man in a 
shadowy overcoat with a little girl at his hand. They made their way under 
the light; the two heading their way indeed turned out to be what they had 
guessed. The man and girl were actually hurrying, running, in the direction 
of the main entrance. 

As Doctor Loomis and Jamie made their way across the sidewalk, 
passing a short, chain link fence, toward the grade school building, they 
slowed, nearly exhausted. The night wind blew the swings on their chains 
in the playground beside them, the sound of shackles ringing through the 
darkness. 

The main doors were chained and padlocked. Using his gun muzzle, 
Loomis broke the glass window on one of the doors, setting off a sonorous 
alarm. Jamie’s hands went to her ears. She stepped back as the doctor aimed 
the gun at the chains and shot them apart. He pulled the doors open. 

Loomis turned to the girl. “Come on.” 

Inside, the school was sectioned by long hallways, complete with 
endless trails of lockers, glass display cases with various trophies, pictures 
and lopsided artwork, and neverending classroom doors. Frightening 
shadows and engulfing darkness accented the eerie scenery. The alarm 
continued with its boisterous wailing. 

“We’ll hear sirens soon,” Loomis continued. Jamie looked at him as 
they moved down the corridor. “Then we’ll be safe?” 

“Yes.” 

Jamie continued her gaze. “You don’t believe that, do you?” 

Loomis was silent for a moment, then, “You’re very intuitive.” 

“I saw Mommy tonight.” 

“What?” Loomis said, startled. “That’s not possible.” 

“I think I was dreaming, but I was awake.” 


“You were going into shock, honey. No one should go through what you 
are tonight, most of all a girl your age. You were seeing what you wanted to 
see.” 

Together, they passed main offices, a conference room, a janitor’s 
closet; the hallway’s shadowed corner was only a few feet away. Suddenly 
the shape of Michael Myers stepped out before them and lunged toward 
Loomis, grabbing him, hurling him through a nearby office glass door. The 
deafening sound of shattering safety glass thundered above the wails of the 
grade school’s alarm, raping the silent hallways. Panicked, Jamie turned and 
fled, shrieking, running down the hallway for escape. And at the dark 
figure’s feet, Doctor Loomis settled into bloody unconsciousness. 

There seemed to be no escape for the little girl. Her mind raced through 
her consciousness, telling her that this task of being chased, being stalked 
relentlessly, was her destiny; a living nightmare that would never end. She 
fled down the maze of hallways and around corridors, missing the exit, 
thinking she may very well be safer within the confines of the school than 
out again on the streets. Perhaps she could find someplace really quiet to 
hide, some place deep within this grade school labyrinth. The hallways, 
blind comers and stairways seemed to be endless, as was her fleeing and 
her ability to flee. As she ran, the casual irrationality of her racing mind, 
that part of a person that steps out of the scene and watches as a sort of 
unbiased audience, applauded her performance at being able to endure the 
tremendous exhaustion which threatened to slow her down. 

There, at the end of the next adjoining hallway, was an open classroom. 
Swiftly, Jamie ducked inside. She scurried past rows of desks toward the 
dark room’s farthest corner. When she arrived at the outside corner of the 
room, she reached for the near window and attempted to force it open. It 
failed to give way; it was stuck. No. It was locked at the top, just beyond 
her reach. 

Outside the room and down the hallway, the dark figure turned the 
corner and proceeded silently down the hall’s length, closing the distance 
between himself and the opened classroom door. 

Jamie skidded under the teacher’s desk, pushing the chair aside and then 
pulling it back as soon as she was situated underneath. It was a chance to 
catch her breath, however, she found she could not; she held it silently, in 
intervals, as she attempted to remain absolutely quiet and watched the door 
from the space between the floor and the desk itself. 


Silence. No movement outside the opened door. There was only the 
constant darkness. 

Fearfully, she waited. She couldn’t dare make the slightest sound; the 
slightest sound, her own or otherwise, could bring the shape popping up 
from the shadows behind her or to her side, or she could feel the painful 
blade of a knife crashing down before her into her face. 

She was waiting....waiting 

There he was; the shape was entering the classroom. Jamie watched in 
terror as he made his way inside. To her shock he was crossing directly 
towards the teacher’s front desk. The girl jumped in fright as his legs 
shoved desks violently from his path. 

He knew where she was. 

Jamie trembled with terror as the shape drew nearer. Then there was the 
pounding---the thunderous pounding above her head. The shape was over 
the desk now, slamming fist and knife into the surface of the top wood. It 
was like the sound of a sledge hammer, splintering, bashing the woodwork 
to dust. 

Above Jamie’s head, the desk began to crack, splitting open down the 
middle under the pounding force, raining woodchips. Desperately, Jamie 
slid from the space between the desk and the floor and jumped to her feet. 
She began to race, terrified and screaming, dodging the desks, disappearing 
out of the room, the shape missing her by a millimeter as her hair danced 
through his fingers as she ran away. 

Down the hallway she went until suddenly an obstacle appeared before 
her. She slammed into it, the force causing her to stumble over onto her 
back. 

Turning, she saw through the darkness the subtle outline of a hall 
monitor’s desk. A sharp pain sprung immediately from within her right 
ankle and she grasped it, moaning both from distress and agony. 

The shape reached the threshold of the classroom door. Seeing his 
towering figure, Jamie tried to stand. She could not manage to rise at first, 
and weight upon the injured leg sent her back down to the floor in pain. 
Half crawling, half hopping, she rose and leaned against the wall. However, 
her attempts at escape seemed futile. Behind her, the shape closed the 
distance between them with silent ease. 

Just as she reached the hallway’s corner; just when she thought, she 
knew, she would make it around and out of her pursuer’s grasp, the figure 


grabbed her arm and turned her forcefully to face him. 

There she was, face to face with the pasty white Halloween mask of 
death, his steady breathing a steady counterpoint to the relentless sound of 
the school alarm. She knew now that there was truly no escape. She knew 
she was finally about to die. 

Jamie uttered forth one last scream as the blade from her executioner 
came down, slicing through the air. 

Then there was steam. No; it was more than steam, it was the sudden 
freezing vapors of smoke which appeared between them. The shape 
released the girl and staggered backwards in confusion. Jamie turned. 

It was Rachel. Thank God it was Rachel. She was holding a canister of 
CO2 directed at the shape’s face. 

“I knew you weren’t dead,” Jamie told her, both relieved and overjoyed. 

Frantically, Rachel picked Jamie up into her arms and hurried down the 
corridor toward the nearest exit. 

Exiting through the main doors, the alarm silenced within the last 
instant, the two girls met the brilliant beams of headlights sweeping around 
and before them. 

Earl Ford’s pickup swung up onto the sidewalk and stopped short of 
Rachel and Jamie, who nearly toppled over onto the pavement in 
exhaustion and relief, and lingering fear. Earl came up out of the driver’s 
side, and at once the others jumped out from the rear bed, all men with 
rifles and shotguns ready to protect the good and blow away the bad. 

“What’s goin’ on?” Earl called out to the girls. “We heard the alarm.” 

Rachel looked up at all of them, almost not believing her eyes---that out 
there, before her, there actually was help. She was near tears. “He’s inside ” 

Orrin was taken. “Jesus, where?” 

“In the school,” Rachel directed. 

“All right,” Earl spoke out, determined, moving forward, “let’s get this 
bastard.” 

“No.” 

Everyone halted at once. 

“No,” Jamie repeated herself. All eyes went to her, and immediately 
there was silence. “He’ll kill you, too.” 

There was a certain matter—of—factness within the little girl’s voice 
which stunned the men and cut through the air like a razor. Rachel gazed at 


the men in agreement, slowly nodding. The two were trembling, but their 
eyes were stern and serious; warning. 

“We have to get out of Haddonfield,” Rachel told them. “The State 
Police are on their way. Let them handle it.” 

A moment of silence passed between the girls and the men, then the 
thinnest of the bunch, Unger, spoke up first. 

“I don’t know about you, Earl, but that makes sense to me. Let’s get the 
hell out.” 

Al said, “You saw the police station. Let the troopers have him. That’s 
what they get paid for.” 

Earl stared at the grade school’s dark expanse. There was no sign of 
movement anywhere within. Only silence and wind. 

“Screw it,” he said finally. “Let’s get outta here. You two kids ride up 
front with me.” 

Everyone began to pile up into the pickup, some of the men gazing back 
into the dark mouth of the grade school’s gaping entrance. Rachel and 
Jamie, however, did not. They merely did as they were told, gratefully and 
obediently, and climbed up into the front cab beside the hefty bartender. 

The engine began to rev, and Earl swung back around to the street and 
accelerated off the sidewalk, burning rubber down the lane. 

KK AK 

Inside the pickup, amidst the roughness of the bumps in the street as it 
made its way toward the outskirts of the town, Earl snatched up his C.B. 
microphone. As he did Rachel was reminded of the radio in the basement of 
Sheriff Meeker’s place. She flinched at the memory of the nightmare she 
had left behind there. 

“All patrols, all patrols,’ Earl said, speaking into the mike, “I got 
Rachel Caruthers and her sister in the truck. I’m takin’ ‘em outta town. Four 
—ten route. State Police are on the way.” 

“Packin it in,’ came a deep voice from the radio speaker. “Good beer 
joint out four-ten. Maybe they got power.” 

The night passed outside the pickup as Rachel held Jamie, gazing out 
into the blackness, remembering, knowing that for some ungodly reason the 
horror was not over yet. 

Far from it. 


Chapter Thirty 


NOW LEAVING HADDONFIELD 
COME AGAIN SOON 


the road sign read. Earl’s pickup was now on the town’s outskirts on 
route four—ten. 

Rachel held Jamie tightly in her arms, rocking her softly, letting her 
know that they were finally safe from the nightmare. As she thought to 
herself, Rachel realized how lucky they were, coming face to face with 
death as they did and escaping with their lives. She did little worrying as to 


what effect this sort of thing would have on Jamie for the remainder of her 
life; the little girl seemed to be, surprisingly enough, taking the whole 
matter like a real trooper. As for her own self--- well, she’d rather not give 
it any thought. Try not to think about how traumatic this all was, she told 
herself. Right now, let’s just think about good things, nice things, and not 
about what just happened. Okay, Rach? 

And speaking of real troopers 

Ahead, a convoy of headlights rushed toward the pickup from out of the 
darkness on the other lane in the road. Sirens grew in volume as the State 
Police cars began to approach and race past on their way to the town which 
held the nightmare. 

“There’s the cavalry,” Earl declared, and at once he honked the pickup’s 
horn to get their attention. At the same time, the men in the back bed began 
to wave their arms and shout, and Orrin took his shotgun and fired two 
shots into the air. 

At the same time that Earl’s pickup came to a halt at the side of the 
road, one of the trailing State Police vehicles did the same, turning. As soon 
as the two vehicles met, Earl proceeded to roll his window down and push 
his head out, calling to the trooper in the passenger side of the other car. 

“Hey.” 

“You comin’ out of Haddonfield?” the trooper yelled. 

“Yeah,” Earl told him, “Myers is in the elementary school. We’re taking 
these kids to safety.” 

“There’s a highway patrol substation four miles down the highway. 
You’ll see turn-off signs. We’ve got officers on duty. They’ll take care of 
you.” 

“Thanks.” 

Earl rolled up the window as the State Police car began to screech away 
to catch up with the convoy. In turn, Earl put his pickup in gear and 
accelerated down the dark highway. 

As the vehicle moved further down the highway, it passed through 
wispy patches of fog. Soon, the vapors became curtains which the pickup 
Sliced through as it continued onward towards its destination, visibility 
dropping. 

Earl switched to low beams; the speedometer hovered at eighty. Earl 
was determined, yet half of his mind was back in Haddonfield, thinking 
about how the State Police were arriving in front of the school, Michael 


Myers being driven out by tear gas or something, the firing squad ready, 
aiming.... 

Something jumped out through the fog in front of the pickup. Earl 
veered to the side, the wheels screeching, over into the dirt on the road’s 
shoulder. 

It was only a frightened doe. The animal bolted across the roadway into 
the blackness and the fog. 

“Goddammit,” Earl exclaimed, then gazed over to his side at the two 
girls, momentarily terrified until they realized what had caused the 
commotion. 

No one noticed the set of fingers closing over the tailgate in the rear, or 
the hint of white Halloween mask as it rose. The men who were sitting 
there, huddled in the rear bed, were too weary to look up. When they did, 
what their eyes beheld still didn’t register within their brains until it was too 
late. 

Pulling himself up from the pickup’s undercarriage, the figure of the 
very thing they thought they left behind rose to his terrifying fullness, 
towering above the exhausted men. It remained there, even as the truck 
began to move. 

Orrin turned. 

The others turned. 

But their reflexes were too slow; the sudden appearance was too 
unexpected. One by one, the shape grabbed them and flung them over the 
side like flimsy rag dolls. Orrin’s shattered body rolled and settled limply 
into the thickness of the roadside weeds, eyes staring widened into nothing 
but darkness. Necks snapped, backs broke against asphalt. 

The truck continued down the highway, the three in the front cab 
unaware of what had happened behind their backs. Casually, Earl glanced 
into his rear view mirror. His eyes registered an empty bed. His gaze 
quickly returned, and it locked on to the reality of what he was seeing. 

No men. What the hell? 

He turned to see for himself. 

Suddenly, a hand smashed through the driver’s side window, shocking 
Rachel and Jamie out of their half-sleep. Earl shrieked in unexpected horror, 
his hands losing control of the vehicle and his body losing control of his 
mind. The truck swerved violently. In one swift movement, the shape’s 


hand gripped the bartender’s neck and broke it, bone snapping, body 
twitching uncontrollably. 

The girls screamed. 

Rachel pushed aside Earl’s body and grabbed for the steering wheel, 
shoving the corpse out the side door and then closing the door immediately. 
The shape’s hand searches for a new victim. It searched for Rachel. 

Rachel veered back and forth across the highway---swerving erratically, 
trying desperately to shake loose the figure of their attacker. A fist swung 
down hard against the windshield, smashing, creating a webwork of cracks. 
The shape’s inverted masked face lowered before the girls, fully into view, 
the darkness where the eyes should be was hollow and vast. 

Rachel slammed both feet onto the brake petal. The pickup’s wheels 
locked up instantly, screeching, throwing the dark figure from the truck’s 
roof. The two terrified girls watched as he slammed down onto the surface 
of the road pavement before the truck and into the brightness of the 
headlight beams. It rolled thirty yards or so before it finally splayed out, 
face down. 

Rachel gripped the steering wheel nervously, her mind racing within her 
head, her knuckles whitening. Beside her, Jamie cowered on the floor in 
front of the passenger seat, trembling, eyes wet with tears. 

“Is it over yet?” she spoke out, her voice wavering. “Is my uncle dead?” 

“T hope so,” Rachel replied, half-whispering. 

Then, through the windshield cracks, Rachel beheld the shape as it 
began to rise to its feet. Rachel shook her head in a fit of frenzy and 
disbelief, her face evolving, twisting with new anger. As the figure 
proceeded towards the front of the pickup, its movements zombie-like, 
Rachel threw the vehicle into gear and gunned the engine. 

“No more!” she shouted out to the thing before her, and to all the 
powers of fate. “NO MORE!!” 

The truck raced directly toward the shape, speeding relentlessly, 
highbeams reflecting off the pasty white Halloween mask. The shape 
continued forward, making no attempt to avoid the collision. 

The pickup then slammed with full force into the shape, accompanied 
by a horribly loud and sickening sound, like something to the extent of a 
hand slamming palm-down onto the fullness of a tomato. The shape sailed 
backwards into the night, bouncing and rolling as Rachel made the truck 
come to an abrupt halt. 


Rachel watched, Jamie continuing to cower beside her, eyes closed to 
the outside world. 

The shape rose. 

Rachel slammed down hard on the accelerator, the engine roaring once 
again. The pickup’s rear wheels screamed on a cloud of blue smoke. 
Suddenly, the entire vehicle fishtailed, swerving, the rear end spinning 
forwards as the truck became a projectile, slamming into the shape once 
again, thunderously. The shape was sent flying backwards over the road 
shoulder onto a narrow dirt road, into the darkness and the fog. 

The pickup raced after it, plummeting off a small, narrow embankment 
and onto the dirt road. The truck’s highbeams found the shape once again 
coming to his feet. Rachel did not slow, but rather continued, slamming the 
truck hard into the shape’s bulk, his body crashing violently with the truck’s 
grill. 

The shape came to his feet again. 

Wham! 

The body tumbled and crashed to the soil face down, unmoving. 

Rachel panted like an animal, eyes wide, unblinking, expecting more. It 
was her will verses his, neither relenting until the very end when, finally, 
one must give up to fate. 

The shape once more began to move, rocking to his knees slowly, rising 
up and moving again towards the truck within the beams of the headlights, 
advancing one step at a time. 

Rachel shifted into gear and planted her foot on the gas, burying the 
petal into the floor, face full of cold determination. 

“Die, you son of a bitch!!!!” 

The pickup rammed into its target head-on. The grill dented with the 
impact, penetrating the radiator. The hood broke loose from its mountings. 

The shape wheeled backwards through the air, crashing hard, with 
enough force this time to break bones. This time, the dark figure did not 
rise. Spread eagled on his back, his fingers uncurled from the knife in which 
he held. 

Panting exhaustedly, Rachel rested her head against the sweaty steering 
wheel, weeping with both utter relief and misery, her nerves completely 
shot. She wondered what it was like to have a nervous breakdown, and she 
figured that if she wasn’t having one then, she probably never would know. 
Jamie slowly got up from under the glove compartment. Sitting up, she 


stared out the shattered windshield onto the motionless configuration of her 
nightmare man. 

The shape rested beyond the truck under a cloud of settling dust, the 
pickup’s headlights just within his range. No sign of life. Nothing. Nothing 
but silence. 

The sounds of engines announced two townie vehicles and State Police 
cars rushing down the embankment and the dirt road, slowing to a stop 
behind the pickup, bringing a darkened trail of dust along with them. 
Loomis climbed out of the lead patrol car, Sheriff Meeker along with him. 

Truly relieved, Rachel climbed out in turn of her own vehicle and 
walked over to meet the arriving convoy. At the same time, at first 
unnoticed by the others, Jamie climbed out and proceeded to walk towards 
the unmoving bulk of the shape. When she arrived, she slowly and 
reservedly knelt beside him. She saw that the body lay just shy of an 
abandoned well shaft which seemed to have been long since boarded over. 
She leaned over quietly, reaching for her uncle’s bloody right hand, the 
hand which once held the knife, the hand which had viciously slain many 
victims. She held it with all the reserved quietude of a priest. Then very 
silently, she whispered something out to his stillness. 

“T forgive you, Uncle Michael.” 

The milling crowd suddenly noticed where she was. Heads turned in 
urgent dismay. 

Rachel’s face filled with panic. “Jamie! Get away from him!” 

There were other shouts, shouts from Loomis, from Meeker, from 
others, telling her, warning her to stay back or to not touch him--- to get 
away. 

But it was too late. Jamie turned just in time to see the shape rising once 
again to his feet, Rachel screaming in the distance. 

Suddenly, Meeker yelled to the little girl. 

“Jamie. DROP!” 

At once, Jamie obeyed, dropping onto her belly. Meeker, the State 
Police, the townies, all opened fire upon the thing. Jamie covered her head 
and her ears as did Rachel who stood beside Doctor Loomis. The world 
came alive with a storm of bullets and double—ought, thundering through 
the night. 

Michael was thrown backward, blown over the boarded well shaft. 
Immediately, the planks gave way and the shape plummeted into the abyss. 


Unger and another man came forward, dynamite sticks in hand. Each 
lighted one and hurled it into the shaft. Quiet. Then, suddenly, the shaft 
exploded, rocking the ground beneath their feet. The shaft at once began to 
collapse in on itself amidst a shower of debris and dust. 

Gradually, everything began to fall into silence, highbeams cutting 
through the dust’s whirling clouds. No one uttered a word; all eyes rested 
upon the space where the shape of Michael Myers had been, and they began 
to realize that, finally, he would never return. 

Michael Myers was dead. 


Chapter Thirty-one 


The nightmare was over. The Caruthers could try to live peacefully, 
knowing that time would ease the traumatic memories for both Rachel and 
Jamie. Darlene and Richard each took turns holding and hugging the two 
girls, exchanging and offering love where death had once stalked. Tears 
began to flow amidst the sounds of relief and joy. 

A State Trooper helped a battered Loomis into the front hall of the 
home, over to Meeker, who shared in everyone’s relief and sorrow, 
remembering his own daughter. 

He turned to the doctor. “Is it over, Loomis?” 

Loomis was too weak to smile. “Michael Myers is in Hell where he 
belongs. I hope we can forget about him now.” 

Meeker motioned to the family in the livingroom. “Those kids aren’t 
likely to forget.” 

“They’re strong,” Loomis said. “They survived the ordeal. They’ll 
Survive its memory.” 

Rachel collapsed on the livingroom couch while Jamie wandered off 
towards the kitchen. 

Darlene stood up and proceeded towards the stairs, speaking to her 
husband as she went. “I’m going to run a bath for Jamie. Talk to Rachel.” 

Richard got up and went over to his wife. They embraced. He watched 
her as she ascended the stairs. Richard turned and moved to where Rachel 


sat. Taking his daughter’s hand, he sat beside her. They held each other, and 
Rachel suddenly began to weep. 

Upstairs, Darlene began to run the water in the bathtub. She gathered 
fresh soap and towels, humming something that sounded like I’m Forever 
Blowing Bubbles. 

KK AK 

A mask was raised. Feet climbed the stairs to the second floor. The 
figure eased its way down the hall to where Darlene was, her back turned 
towards the door. A small pair of hands clutched scissors from the vanity. 
Darlene turned to her daughter, offering her a warm, maternal smile. 

Her high pitched screams echoed throughout the upstairs rooms, finding 
their way downstairs to the startled souls in the livingroom and the front 
hallway. 

Desperately, feet raced up the stairs. At the end of the hallway at the 
bathroom’s threshold, all eyes beheld little Jamie, her hand clutching the 
pair of scissors, her body and hands stained with fresh blood. 

And there, inside the bathroom, was the blood—drenched body of 
Darlene Caruthers, quivering until she finally dropped into a silent, horror- 
stricken gaze into nothingness. Forever staring. 

Forever staring as was the little girl. Little Jamie, her eyes soulless....... 

enn just like her uncle. Just like the evil. 

The pure evil. 

Loomis stared in horror. Mindlessly, his hand reached for the pistol 
within his coat. Meeker and the troopers clutched at him, trying to stop him. 
The doctor’s screams echoed into the night, outside, into the streets of 
Haddonfield. 

For in Haddonfield, the horror never dies. 


Epilogue 


(Author's note: this is the original epilogue 


omitted from previous versions because I felt the 
story was better served without it. I included it here 
as a fan extra.) 


“I forgive you, Uncle Michael...... 

Jamie Caruthers should have remained upon the passenger seat of the 
old pick-up truck. She very easily could have, traumatized as she was from 
the climactic horrors this Halloween night had put her through, from all of 
the senseless, terrible death. She could have remained frozen where she sat, 
surrendered herself to the paralysis grimly beckoning from every corner of 
her six-year-old mind. 

Yet a greater force beckoned, overwhelming the temptation to give in to 
absolute shock. It was a force outside herself, yet tugging and pulling from 
everywhere within. 

Uncle Michael had to be dead. 

Her foster-sister Rachael had seen to that when she ran him over with 
the truck several times just now. Though her uncle seemed superhuman in 
his restless pursuit of the little girl’s life throughout the greater part of the 
day up until this very moment, Jamie understood that Michael was a man 
and not a supernatural ghost. 

And a man could be stopped, could be killed. 

Somehow. 

But even after the police and the other townies, Sheriff Meeker and 
Doctor Loomis arrived seconds afterwards, Jamie knew the nightmare 
would not be over unless she vacated the truck and made it so. Rachael 
wasnt available to protest; she’d abandoned her to greet the onrush of 
vehicles arriving at the scene. 

She pushed open the passenger door and her feet dumped onto the 
asphalt. Before she even realized she’d taken her first step forward, the 
pick-up’s front headlights were already several paces to her rear and her 
feet brought her to the ravine where her uncle lay. 

Uncle Michael. 

The Nightmare Man. 

The very embodiment of unstoppable evil now vanquished by a 
repetitive collision by a beat-up old Ford. 


He lay there bloodied and motionless, ragged and sprawled upon his 
back against tall grass and shards of weathered wood trailing from a 
darkened obstruction only a few yards ahead. 

She knew what that obstruction was, with what she’d heard about and 
seen of the old mineshafts on the outskirts of town, from the frightening 
tales whispered by Rachael’s friends of the Wicked Hermit of the 
Haddonfield Mines and nonsense like that. 

The culmination of everything frightening about the small Illinois town 
of Haddonfield was right before her now, and, without even contemplating, 
Jamie knelt down and took it by the hand. 

“I forgive you, Uncle Michael.” 

His hand was oversized against hers, hardened with calluses and laden 
with scars of twisted flesh just the way Frankenstein’s monster’s had been 
when the doctor reached for it as it moved for the first time while he 
shouted it’s alive! 

She did not linger long; she returned her uncle’s lifeless hand to his side 
upon the wet grass. She lifted herself up, turned to head back to the truck. 
After only the first step or two but too quickly for even that, Jamie raised 
her gaze before her in the direction of the truck and found herself facing a 
congregation of the entire cast of the townies and officers who’d just 
arrived. Their gazes all upon her, they were standing all in a row with 
weapons drawn and aimed and readying to fire..... 

caste upon her?? 

A voice cried out from one of them, from whom she wasn’ certain. 
Sheriff Meeker? “Jamie, drop!!!!” 

No time to think, and it all happened to rapidly after that ---- her 
spinning to catch a view of Uncle Michael towering above her, arisen from 
death, knife poised and readying to strike her as it had meant to all weary 
night long. 

Jamie threw herself to the ground. Gravity’s aide sent her tumbling 
away toward the asphalt at the edge of the grass. 

Every one who drew a weapon opened fire, and the air became filled 
with deafening bursts in rapid succession as each rifle, shotgun and pistol 
set the night ablaze and blasted into Myers’ body. The force propelled the 
Shape backwards as bullets flung past into dense underbrush and through 
the wooden boards sealing the entrance of the mine shaft behind him. 

Another shotgun blast. Another. 


The boards gave way as Michael’s body spilled onto them against the 
impact of firepower, plunging him deep into the abysmal mouth of the shaft. 

The air grew silent in the aftermath. Two of the townies approached 
just then, lighting dynamite sticks and hurling them into the shaft after 
Michael. 

More blasts, cataclysmic, disturbing, resounding. .... 

pisces resounding into memory. 

She recalled one lingering thought before she collapsed backwards into 
her own horrible abyss, finally surrendering to her body’s desire to lapse 
into shock. 

One thought. 

One damnable, awful, unspeakable thought: 

Michael lives...... somehow, he’ll always live, even if he didn’t survive 
the assault of gunfire and the fall. Michael lives.....he lives, because now 
he lives in me. 

The next thing little Jamie knew was the sensation of standing at the 
head of the stairway back home.....back at the Caruthers’ home.....fully 
garbed in the Halloween clown costume she’d worn for what was to be a 
fun frolic of trick-or-treating before all hell had engulfed her world..... 

....Doctor Loomis was at the foot of the stairs facing upwards at her, 
shouting in terrified desperation as he drew his pistol from beneath his 
codt..... 

BERN she could feel her own breath from beneath the cheap masquerade 
mask which covered her eyes and the cotton ball red clown nose glued upon 
the tip of where her nose should be. She could feel the rubber band which 
held the mask around her head pressing against her hair..... 

ee she could even feel the dual handles of the scissors she clenched, its 
blades dripping with the blood of Mrs. Caruthers, her foster-mother..... 


The Falling 


(Author's note: this story was inspired by my experience at the Halloween 25" Anniversary 


convention in Pasadena, California 2003 and mentioned in an interview at Halloweenmovies.com.) 


Sometimes when I used to dream of falling, I’d dream of never hitting 
the ground. Just before I would, I would always wake up. And then one 
day I hit the ground, and I don’t think I was dreaming that time. 


It was at the La Heridan Hotel on Halloween night when I learned to 
bleed, really bleed, doing just that. 

Falling. 

I had been attending a convention that day, a grand horror industry 
extravaganza showcasing such fanfare as horror films, film industry icon 
artists, costume contests, and little old me. 

Thirty-seven years old, and I’d finally made a good name for myself. 
I’d written a handful of successful novels that reached enough readers in the 
world to fill a convention, and most of them had been there that day. I was 
treated like a celebrity from the time I introduced myself to the guests in the 
hotel lobby and things only got better throughout the duration of my stay, 
which in the very least placed my shoulders a few inches above the poor 
persecuted soul I was in high school, and yards above the ones that insisted 
I’d never amount to anything. 

The attendance mushroomed into the thousands on that day alone, and 
the hotels and motels were packed with fans and celebrities and the 
countless eccentric personalities crossing paths with the average attendee 
enough to make anyone know who they were by the end of the day if you 
hadn’t heard of them at any time before. 

Given the nature of what brought us all together to this specific 
geographic section of the earth and the nature of the people that gathered 
there, this was indeed Halloween. What’s more, Pd heard whispered 
rumors from passers-by that the area was haunted, of all things, haunted by 
the ghost of some poor soul who’d taken a plunge from an umpteenth-floor 
hotel room window. Or something like that. It was believable, because shit 
happens. It certainly made for great lore, considering the conventioneers 
and the basis of the weekend’s festivities. 

The convention itself begat parties the likes of which no convention 
could shake a stick at, except perhaps a biker convention or one hell of a 
Rave. 

From hotel room to room I wandered that night, a two-fisted drinker of 
whatever beer can or whiskey glass fell into my hands, until a bottle of 
tequila eclipsed my vision. 

I was on the eighteenth floor, my final social call of the night. By the 
look of my watch at the time, I’d say it was past last call under public 
circumstances. 

My last call was just moments away. 


I was seated out on the balcony of a room a few levels higher than my 
own, a room complete with a king-sized bed, cable television with channels 
exhibiting movies still in theaters, a refrigerator bar chock full of tiny 
bottles of the finest alcohol that you’d have to pay for at checkout time for 
each partaking, and a little more than three dozen young adults from an age 
range of high school until the point where they were no longer in the 
category of being a young adult. 

I was quite comfortably intoxicated, slouching back within a cushioned 
metal-framed chair and smoking the last cigarette in my pack, over-looking 
what seemed to be the entire city of Pasadena and beyond, when someone 
slid open the sliding glass patio door beside me and an arm extended the 
accursed tequila bottle to obscure my view. 

I grasped it. I guzzled. You’d have to be a seasoned drinker for a feat 
like that. 

I continued with my ramblings on to some enthusiastic unpublished 
writer, encouraging him about the whole “writing what you know” curse 
that all of us writers have to deal with now and again. To the opposite side 
of this person assembled a group of four post-teen individuals taking part in 
smoking the most elaborate hookah, questioning one another as to whether 
they were actually getting a weed high or if what they were smoking was 
really incredible tobacco, they didn’t seem to know for certain. 

The sliding door slid open again; a young twenty-something flaunted 
herself into the crisp night air as though she were mother earth and the rest 
of us dwelt upon the moon and revolved around her, and she was greeted by 
the hookah-smokers with all the fanfare of a celebrity making a grand 
entrance. If I had been born a blonde-haired little sweet thing and flaunted 
myself at her ripe young age in tight and frilly witch’s lingerie, I wouldn’t 
have had to sell books to be in such a status quo. 

For some reason beyond my day-to-day etiquette, I stood up and offered 
her my seat. 

Something happened just then. 

There was no time to reflect on events just then, or even to prevent what 
happened next. Perhaps the young woman merely tripped and collided into 
me by some clumsy half-ass accident, or it was some morbid twist of fate 
that sent me with such force off the balcony railing. There was no time to 
reach out for a flailing grasp at life itself, for that panicked rush of 
adrenaline which courses through one’s reflexes towards the red 


alert/survival instinct mode which would cause hands and fingers to lash 
out at anything to hold onto for dear life to make best of those urgent 
seconds of nightmare. 

No time for reflexes to kick in, no time to think. 

I fell. 

I fell eighteen floors. 

That gave me less than eighteen seconds to live, like a bungee jump 
without a cord, and I thought no last thoughts. There was wind against my 
chest, battering my dime store black windbreaker and assaulting my face 
and blurring my eyesight like a videotape on fast forward. 

I remember the impact. 

My body splattered like a tomato thrown by a major league baseball 
pitcher with a game at stake, my bones shattered like glass. 

I felt no pain, as instantaneous as the entire incident was, and oddly 
enough no degree of pain set in as I found myself still conscious, still able 
after a few moments to move. 

I raised my head. A portion of my senses adjusted to the extent that I 
could feel the cool chill of the early morning breeze, and I felt at one with 
the hedges and flower beds which met with the paved cement walkway 
which cradled my otherwise cold dead body. There was a silent hush in the 
darkness which enveloped me with an alertness and the comforting 
assumption that I wasn’t truly dead..... 

N that I was still alive. 

I could still see. I could feel the pounding of my heart within a rib cage 
impossibly fractured yet intact enough to protect it and keep it going, 
cradled between lungs miraculously operable and taking in each heaving 
breath. 

As I raised my gaze to the flower bed facing me and then to the hedges 
just beyond, I began to notice a sleek wispy smoke rising from the foliage 
and streaming towards me ever so slowly but deliberatively as though it 
was alive, making its way as though it in itself was an entity emerging to 
curiously inspect what had fallen from the sky. 

It appeared as like cigarette smoke, and I surmised from the countless 
butts discarded from the party-mongers in the balconies above that perhaps 
one or more hadn’t quite extinguished yet but was fanning in the breeze and 
fueled by dead leaves or my traumatized imagination. 

But then it began to speak to me. 


“Be still,” it said in a calm voice, as if I was preparing to go anywhere. 

It was the voice of a young male, perhaps as generally young as the 
hotel room partiers who’d unwillingly scratched me from their festivities. 

“T shall overtake you,” it instructed, “and the both of us together will 
show them just how it feels to fall from a grace so high above themselves.” 

Not knowing altogether exactly what the voice meant, I found myself 
asking, “Who are they?” 

And then the vaporous spirit overwhelmed me, giving me no further 
time to accept it nor deny it; as far as time was concerned, it had deprived 
me of any chance to have thwarted my fall, and its sly scheme of depravity 
couldn’t award me this chance to fumble for a moment to fend myself away 
from the immediacy of my fate, when it came down to it, down to eighteen 
stories and cold hard cement and a ghost that had been waiting below to 
possess me. 

By the blink of an undead eye, I suddenly wasn’t myself, or whatever I 
had been, lying there. 

I had become someone else, or some thing....... 
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I could not recall exactly what events transpired on my way back inside 
the hotel. I couldn’t remember how I raised myself from the cold cement 
walkway, nor could I tell whether anyone had witnessed the initial event of 
my remarkable resurrection. I know I had no time to consider whether or 
not I’d even left any marks or remains of myself on the ground where I 
impacted. 

In hindsight, I bitterly reflect upon how no concerned individual came 
rushing down to desperately check on me or even view what remained of 
me, how the cries of an ambulance or police sirens did not in any passage of 
time drown out the voice which spoke to me, that voice which beckoned me 
back into the hotel and to the door of the room I’d fallen from, from the 
eighteenth floor. 

I found myself arriving at that door. 

And I knocked. 

I waited a moment, then another, listened to the scattered voices of 
desperation at the door’s opposite side. People were panicked. I distinctly 
heard the phrase “cant go to jail....,” then words and phrases muffled, then 
clearly the word “cops” was uttered, then a cry, and afterwards..... 

The door opened. 


“Sweet Jesus,” exclaimed the late-teen glossy-eyed kid with the crew 
cut and black trench coat that appeared at the door. This individual was the 
Same one who’d invited me in the first time I had arrived at the room for a 
grand entrance and an even grander time, though his eyes were glossy to a 
lesser degree then, and he had been a lot calmer. Now I knew that my 
presence had evoked a more profound quality, as I could tell in the kid’s 
horrified demeanor, and I felt myself as much as like a vampire not needing 
to even touch his victim to drain him of life and a healthy skin tone. He 
retreated backwards slowly, step by step, allowing me to follow him past 
the threshold of the door. I knew it would be an understatement to proclaim 
my appearance to be unexpected, but there arose within me a temper 
nourished by my present company’s failure to respond to my fall the way 
they should have; rather than having done the right thing, they’d apparently 
locked themselves in the hotel room and driven themselves into drunken 
hysterics wondering what was going to happen next. 

Well...... I was going to happen next. 

I entered the room fully, closed the door behind me until it clicked shut, 
and found myself alone full of guests spooked into a tomb-like silence at 
the very recognition of my presence. Most of these inebriated assholes had 
already risen from their lazy positions on the bed or from chairs or 
loungings against the wall upon the carpet; some were perambulating about 
in a mental haze until their eyes caught sight of the spectacle of the 
celebrated novelist thought dead from his untimely balcony mishap. Others 
gave notice to me only after they’d paid mind to the distractions of their 
friends, to see what the hell everyone else was looking at. As soon as I held 
the room’s full attention, it became as if all eyes were the pointed arrows of 
a multitude of compasses, and I was North. 

For that moment. 

Someone spoke, a scraggly-haired kid holding a half-empty Miller 
bottle. “Dude.....are you okay?” 

“No,” I replied, though the reply was not necessarily my own, “we’re 

not.” 
It was then when I lost myself completely. The misty spirit Pd 
encountered in the aftermath of my fall overtook me fully, possessed me 
powerless as a puppet to the hand reaching upwards within me to control, 
though I remember every moment of what transpired afterwards. 


With a single downwards thrust of my hand, I severed the steel knob of 
the room’s door and it thumped against the shaggy carpet, rocked to a halt. 
The guy in the trench coat continued with his cautious attempt to back away 
from me, backed further as I continued my approach through the room 
amidst all onlookers agasped; the sliding glass door to the balcony yawned 
into the outside night, and he backed further into the open air until his 
backside met the balcony railing. Before he appeared even remotely 
conscious of where he was, I took another few broad steps towards him and 
he toppled over to his doom. 

This inspired more of a panic than when IJ had went his way. The panic 
pissed me off and only added to the strength of the force which manipulated 
my actions. I turned to face them all, and I was genuinely and 
uncontrollably enraged. The entity which possessed me spoke out, 
exclaimed through my lips and with my voice, “Now that’s what I’m talkin’ 
about! Quite a rush, ain’t it? Why dont we all give it a try?!” 

A despicably young paltry mass of a girl for such a gathering cowered 
beside the section of patio where the hookah had been abandoned, and my 
inward spirit drew me towards her until the distraction of a woman to my 
left swung me over to face her. It was the woman I’d previously 
surrendered my chair to, and I gazed upon her with a mixture of bitterness 
and pleasantry. She appeared confused and plainly at odds with her 
drunken stupor, and he moved to escape; I blocked her way into the room. 
My right hand shot out over her jaw and I grasped it, dug my index finger 
into her mouth. She was too overwhelmed with my presence and the reality 
of it all to bite, and if she had thought to, my finger would have been her 
only trophy of vengeance for what I was about to do. I raised my arm, 
lifted her, and swung her over the railing, let go, watched her fall. 

At once I found myself tackled by the onslaught of two hefty bar- 
bouncer types coming at me from behind. I had not seen them before, but 
there was no time to wonder further about them. I dropped myself into a 
hunched position, jerked my body into an upwards heave with a strength I 
didn’t know I had in me, and with a backwards lunge I managed to topple 
the two up and over the railing simultaneously. 

Voices screamed from inside the room, the chaos echoing out and 
around me and beyond to the landscape of city below. I arose to behold a 
greater portion of the occupants struggling and flailing against each other 


for the motel room door. They were beginning to realize there was no 
escape, though they tried....... oh, did they try. 

I smiled a twisted smile that wasn’t my own, and I went inside to greet 
them more personably. 

KK AK 

I sit here now, upon the chair I’d originally claimed after my first 
entrance to the outside balcony, the chair I’d politely offered to the young 
lady whose remains were now and for a little while afterwards splashed 
across the cement surface of where I before held her place. So many have 
perished this night, so many souls have gone away to wherever it is souls 
go, including my own. A couple of dozen or so of the once festive horror 
convention partiers whose company I’d kept now littered the grounds 
below, and I’ve only just begun to experience a sort of peace I cannot quite 
comprehend. 

The lights of the vast city beckons, glistening and gleaming as they are 
from the somber reaches of my viewpoint here on my now lonely terrace. 
Not even the company of the youngest and most innocent girl still cowering 
and shivering from fear and the cold behind the hookah can add to the 
comfort that I feel, and I vaguely give notice to her incessant scribblings 
into a notepad as though drawing a caricature of what was left of me. 

Of what was fading away. 

I became aware of the sounds of sirens, growing ever close, and a voice 
inside me told me that it was about time those sounds were heard, after all 
this tragedy. I agreed. The next sensation I was aware of was that of my 
own flesh shrinking as I sat, seeping dark thick blood, my own bones 
crackling in rapid decay and what remained of me sinking deeper into the 
confines of my chair. 

It was as if I had fallen again, and the impact returned upon me ever so 
morbidly graceful and painless. My body was limp; I was bleeding even 
more profusely, bloody, breaking, broken...... 

There came a voice from the depths of my being, a tranquil inflection 
from a departing soul growing more distant until it could only produce 
feelings rather than words, feelings of a vengeance now fulfilled, perhaps 
not as much a retribution as a release somehow, from a spirit kindred to my 
own in that we suffered the same fate. Perhaps the only way to free 
ourselves was to free our mutual angers, and to impose the same fate on the 
morally irresponsible whose ignorance directly or indirectly evoked our 


mutual demise. Whatever the case, the spirit’s departure left me with 
parting, fleeting words, the clearest words, the words that made the most 
sense: 

Hmm, I can still bleed. 

And though having died once, and dying again just now, I gazed down 
upon my rotting self and indulged in my own last thoughts: 

Hmmmim.......I can still bleed. 
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